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To  the  Reader. 

1^  ftjew'd  the  Truchery  of  PlUains^  and  the  Mifchiefs  Cdrrfd  on 
by  Perjury,  apfd  Falfe  Evideme\  and  horv  Rogues  may  frame  4' 
Plot  that  jhall  deceive  and  defiroy  both  the  Honejl  and  the  IVife  ; 
rvhich  were  the  reafons  why  I  did  fonvard  it  at  fo  unlucky  a  con- 
junBure^  being  content  rather  to  loje  the  Profty  then  ^ot  expofe  to 
the  fVorld  the  Picture  offuch  Kjnavts  and  Rafcals  as  then  Reign  d 
in  the  opinion  of  the  FooltftJ  and  Malicious  part  of  the  Nation  : 
but  it  bore  up  againjt  the  Faction  y  and  is  conpni'd  a  Stock-Play. 
In  the  Hurry  of  thofe  di(irii5led  times  the  Prologue Epilogue 
mre  lojl :  But  to  let  the  Buyer  have  his  fenny  worths^  I  furnifh 
you  mih  others  rvhich  were  fVritten  hy  me  to  other  Perfons  La» 
hours  J  two  of  were  proportioned  to  that  Mad  Seajon ;  For 
when  III  Manners  and  III  Principles  Reign  in  a  State^  it  is  the 
hufmefs  of  the  Stage ^  as  weH  as  Pulpits^  to  declaim  and  In^ru5i : 
That  was  my  defign  when  I  Writy  and  now  Print  that  the 
Purchafer  may  net  Repine  at  the  Juthor  or  BookfeHer  for  a  hard 
Bargain. 

Adieu. 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE,  Spoken  in  Lent. 


AlUnti^  in  this  good  Ccdly  Tme  of  Lent  ^ 
i  I  Ufn  co/^ejorf^  io  htdyoa  ^Jl  rcfer^t. 
To*:-  sparks  I  fee  ha^ejror  a  Ftous  Norion, 
Tou  flit  on  Biackjo  j'-ir  your  great  Devotion  ; 

Jjit  me  ttUyotiyoi'ir  Faults^  and  how  to  mcnd^ 
Fir  fly  leave    fl)ew  your  V dour  in  the  fit^ 

Leave  Railirg     GrCiit  Meti  tojijew  your  Wit. 

With  f^ix.ard'MalqfieSy  leave  your  Lewd  Raillery^ 

Leave  your  dlftHrhance  in  the  Middle-Galiery. 

Leave  all  your  Jcfis  of  Bant  ring  and  Dum  f  ounding^ 

Leave  always  Dneliing  and  never  IVonn^jng, 

Leave  coming  here  when  yon  do  noi  intend 

7o  fee  the  TUy^  hut  fickup  ajlje-f  iend. 

Leave  Jharping  for  your  jtlves^  and  pay  your  Guinny 

For  Procuration  there  to  honefl  Jenny. 

Next  for  the  men  of  Bus^nef  in  the  Nation^ 

Let  them  begin  a  Thorough-Reformation. 

Let  'em  leave  Fa^ion^  Jeloufies  and  Fears^ 

Leave  fetting  us  together  by  the  Ears. 

Let  Corporations  leave  Petitioning^ 

And  learn  all  due  Atlegeance  to  the  King, 

Let  Politicians  too  not  be  fo  hot^ 

To  Swear y  that  a  Spring'Tides  a  Popip  Ploty 

Bo  not  toe  Eagerly  that  Scent  purjue^ 

Lefi  Hunting  an  Old  Plot  you  Start  a  New. 

Leave  your  provoking  Caefav  and  his  Frowns  \ 
Leave  Crojftng  Birth*  Rights  and  di/po/ing  Crowns, 
Leave  Enghnds  Antient  G lory  foto  wrongs 
As  naming  Princes  with  irreverent  Tongue  j 
Tho^  Forreigners  and  Enemies  they  be^ 
Forget  not  what  is  due  to  Majcjly, 
Whii^ft  Brutijhly  Thofe  Titles  we  prophane 
The  World  does  thinkjvt  are  turn'^d-  Pifts  again. 
Confider  welly  and  thenyon'^l  be  J  hope 
So  Civilised  as  fcarceto  Burn  the  Pope  : 
But  if  you  will  go  on^  make  this  Addition^ 
Burn  too  thi  Rump  and  Weftminltcr- Petition. 

As  Epilogue- 


EPILOGUE. 


SyVePd  Big  with  Expectation  you  did  come 
To  fee  hs       our  great  j^jfairs  at  home^ 
Jtafifis  itcciis^d  and  Satyrs  againfi-  Rome : 
That  might  havefleas^d^  but  fttll  the  mode  ft  Stage 
Forbears  to  reprefent  the  Treftnt  Age. 
Let  Tor  reign  Stories  ?natter  here  f up  fly, 
Old  Tales  and  known y  are  fit  for  Tragedy. 
Befides^  I  think  the  Bns'^nefi  of  our  Nation^ 
Too  fad  a  Theam  topafi  for  Recreation, 
Let  Hs  he  Mnte  ^till  the  whole  Truth  comes  Ofit, 
Not  liks  the  Rabble  at  Executions^  JIjohP. 
Heathens  that  knew  butjuft  Morality j 
Fitty.d  the  Guilty  when  they  came  to  dy. 
Barbarians  at  fuch  fights  do  fhow  Regret^ 
How  far  are  we  then  from  Religion  yet  ? 
Religion  teaches  mildenef  in  her  Laws^ 
Triumph^  Suspicion  upon  Juftice  draws, 
Co  then  contented  hence  with  whatyou^ve  feen  j 
Fancy  you  have  two  hours  in  Turky  been^ 
This  was  no  Fopijh-Plot^yet  Englifh  too^ 
For  to  fay  truths  it  was  our  Plot  on  you. 


A   PROLOGUE,  Spoken  before  the  Long  /Vacation. 

NOw  comes  Vacation^  that  dead  time  of  th^  T ear^ 
When  nothing  but  New  Plays  will  bring  you  here  ^ 
Now  for  the  Countreyall  you  little  Citts, 
Prepare  to  gallop  down  on  SmithfieW  Tittf^ 
Having  run  our^  yoi*  go  to  make  up  Cajhj 
To  Parents  dear—^ 

Fquip'^d  with  the  HeeUSpur  and  Spatter-dajh. 
But  you  the  Graver  fort  of  City^BladeSy 
Profit  does  k^ep  in  town  to  mind  your  Trades., 
Whil^fi  in  Crape-Mantoes  deckt^  and  troHy-Pinnen 
Tour  Wives  at  Epfom  flily  play  the  Sinners. 


ToH  go  OH  Saturdays  to  fea  ym  ffm^ysl  - 

But  come  Oft  Mandays  «p  to  '  V.i'?^  likp  Tonys,  b 
England  Is  hkji  tke  WellG  a>ye  fo  w  jajhm^ 
There^Hchs  are  got  for  oni  third  pare  of  t'h^  Nmon^ 

Ton  Town-  Gallants  who  i^alio'ioin  Dehaiwhcs^ 
Nerv  Liveries  prepare  avd  firie  Gih  Coaches^ 
And  all  in  Order  too  to  league  the  Tqwh^ 
Each  to  his  A^fanfiori-Houfe  dues  rattk  down  ; 
Which  mxny  hundred  years  in  th*  Name  h^s  been^ 
Where  Mifs  appears  04  GlO'  lms  a^  a  Qneen, 
The  Country  at  you  does  but  Laugh  and  Jeer^ 
Tho"*  Tenants  flatter  yoH  for  their  gdod  Cheer  : 
But  hearkye^  who'll  keep  Hcnfe  there  the  next  Tear  f 
Scriveners  and  Bankers  miihave  refiitution, 
E'^re  that  time^  comes  Judgment  and  Execution^ 
Tunk  trufis  in  Settlement  the  Abffes  Joyntery 
But  by  fome  quirk^in  Law  they  difappoint  her. 
The  Country  Lawyers  too  Jog  down  apace  y 
Each  with  hu  NOVERIN T  UNI VERSI  F^rf  ;  > 
Rides  Jabbering  along  fome  damned  Law- Cafe,  J 
ToHiig  Ladies  too  attend  their  Parents  down^ 
jQuit  ^their  Intrigues  and  ftgh  to  leave  the  Town, 
How  innocently  there  you  fit  and  Chat^ 
And  Walk^  the  Fields  in  Bongrace  or  Straw-Hat^ 
Eat  Syllyhubsy  fee  Reapers  mow,  fuch  Sport 
Did  pleafe  you  weU  before  you  faw  the  Court. 
But  fare  ye  well,—* 

When  you  are  gone ^  we* II  fliut  the  Tlay^houfe  door^ 
The  Butly^Gamflery  Bawd  and  Vnkspt  Whore^ 
Who  here  remain^  will  be  fo  very  poor^  ^ 
They'll  Venter  their  Half ^Cr  owns  but  the  fir  ft  day^ 

And  then  To  pick  up  Cully  s,  not  to  fee  the  Play. 

All  will  be  Sharpers  here^  what  jliall  we  do^ 
To  Live  ?  F,;fth  let  us  be  obliged  by  you. 
Come  all  and  pay  your  Foye.^  before  you  gOy 
Elfe  we  muft  troop  to  Scotland  after  Joh-^ 
We  by  the  laft  advice  for  Certain  hear 
That  Haynes  does  head  the  Rebcll^ layers  therc<^ 


PROLOGUE  after  the  racatioff. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Haines. 

* 

FRie^fdj  how  have  ye  dof:e  this  many  a  ddy  ? 
ToH  loTigd  I  war  ram  you  for  a  JSIexQ  Play  : 
yind  we  have  wljh^d  as  mueh  to  fee  you  here  *, 
Welly  long  Facation*s  d  damri*d  time  oth"*  year. 
When  to  your  Country- Houfes  you  were  gone 
Sofne  few  Pili^d-Garlickj  Straggl'^d  up  and  dowrtj 
Who  for  nfeer  want  of  Ahnyjtaidin  Town, 
As  for  Example,  I  my  felf  was  one. 

Shop'Ketpersy  wanting  trade ^  were  off'oW  hook/^ 
And  all  day  long  fat  casing  up  their  hojoks  y 
Drew  out  their  Debts^  refolving  all  to  Dun, 
As  foon  06  e*re  you  Gallants  came  to  Town. 
Or  clfe  to  Fox  and  Geefewith  Ne'tghbonr  go^ 
A  game  refemhling  much  themf elves  and  you. 
And  Gapicfltrs^  who  the  rcfi  (y  th^  year  mnt  fine^ 
K!ow  looh^d  out  ftiarp^  and  Cry  dj come  where  fhalPs  dine? 
Go  ta  the  Tavern,  no  attendance  there f 
Except  a  prawer  fnortng  in  the  Bar, 
No  Roaring' Gall  ant  y  nor  no  Funk  that  Sings^ 
The  litte  Bell  but  very  feldom  Rings. 
No  Harry  nor  no  Noife  oi  heretofore^ 
No  Cryingy  Speak  iW  Star^  VtW  half-Moon  Scored. 
The  /heets  are  quiet  too :  AU  the  Debaachees, 
Were  Bullys  pawning  Who)  es^  and  billing  Coaches^ 
The  btft  or^t  was^  things  were  not  very  dear  j 
For  Whores^  ' twas  the  Cheap'fi  time  of  all  the  year. 
But  fame  whom  fad  Experience  taught  to  knoWj 
Their  Mifery  here,  left  us  t9  follow  you. 
Fawnd  Rings  and  Petty  coats,  hard  fliift  they  made^ 
tn  hopes,  at  Wind  for  they  might  force  a  Trade* 
There  Leiger  Lay^  I  fee  fome  half  a  fcore 
That  piy^d  like  Watermen  at  D^cpec's  door^ 
Bawld  out  to  Pa  fingers.  Next  Whore,— ^next  Whore. 
But  Travelling  of  Late  was  much  in  Fafhion,       ^Some  of  the 
Some  Pilgrim  Saints  thert  were  of  our  location.  jA^reJfeswent 
Only  they  did  it  a  far  different  way,  yhat  year  to 

Tour  Ladies  went  to  fw^-but  ours,  $e  pray.  6 Holywell. 

ACT. 


ACT.  I.    SCENE  I. 


Ente/  Saturn  inus  and  his  Followers :  Baffianus  aftd  his^  At  another  door^ 
V/ith  Drums  and  Trumpets,  Senators  ^fret/r  in  the  CfifuoH, 

SdiHr'^'t^  T  ^^^^  Patricians,  Patrons  of  my  right, 
ninns.  \  ^^\  Defer.d  the  Jullice  of  my  caufe  v^ith  Arms^ 
^  And  Countrymen,  my  Loving  Followers, 
Plead  rny  Succeffive  Title  v;ith  your  Swords  ; 
I  am  his  fiift-bornSon,  who  laft 
Wore  tlie  Imperial  Diadem  of  Rome. 
Then  Let  my  Fathers  Honours  Live  in  me. 
Nor  Wrong  my  Birth  with  this  Indignity. 

Bajfianns,  Romans,  friends,  followers,  ifavourcrs  of  ray  Right, 

If  ever  Bafiams^  Cafars  Son, 

Was  Gracious  in  the  Eyes  of  Royall  ^owr . 

Keep  then  this  pafTage  to  the  Capitoll, 

And  Suffer  not  diOionours  to  approach 

The  Imperial!  Seat,  confecrate 

To  Juftice,  Continence  and  Nobility. 

But  let  defert  in  pure  Election,  fliine 

And  Romans  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronict!s  with  the  Crown. 

Marcus,  Princes,  that  drive  by  factions  and  by  friends 
Ambitioufly  for  Rule  and  Empire, 
Know  that  the  People  of  Rome  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  Party  Interefs  d,  have  by  common  voycc 
In  Election  for  the  Roman  Empire, 
Chofen  Andronicns  furnam'd  Pins^ 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome. 
A  Nobler  Man,  a  braver  Warrior 
Breaths  not  this  Day  within  the  City^Walls. 
He  by  the  Senate  is  at  length  call'd  home. 
From  tedious  Warrs  againft  the  bloody  Goths, 
That  with  his  Sons  (  a  terror  to  our  foes,  ) 
Hath  Yoak'd  a  Nation  ftrong,  Train'dupin  Arm'' 
Ten  years  are  fpcnt  fmce  firft  he  undertook 
This  caufc  of  Rome^  and  to  chaltife  with  Sword?, 

a  Our 


Our  Enemies  Pride  five  times  he  hath  return'^ 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  Vailiant  Sons 

la  Coffins  from  the  field  

L  et  us  intreat  by  honour  of  his  Name 
And  in  the  CapitoJl  and  Senates  right, 
(  Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore  ) 
That  you  withdraw  you  and  abate  your  ftrength. 
Difmifsjour  followers,  and  as  Sutorsfhould, 
PJead  your  Deferts  in  Peace  and  numblenefs. 
.Satnrn.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks  to  calm  my  thoughts/ 

*BajJla.  Marctts  jindronicHS  I  do  rely, 
On  thy  uprightnefs  and  Integrity* 
And  fb  I  Love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  noble  Brother  TUm  aRd  his  Sony, 
And  her  to  whom  my  thoughts  arc  humbled  all,. 
The  fair  LAvima^  Rcmes  bright  Ornament, 
That  I  will  here  Difmifs  my  Loving  Friends  ^ 
And  to  my  Fortunes,  and  the  Peoples  favour. 
Commit  my  cafe  in  Ballance  to  be  wayd. 

Q  Roni4n  Soldiers  retiri. 

Sdturm  Friends  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  righr^ 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all. 
And  to  the  Love  and  favour  of  my  Country 
Commit  my  Self,  my  Pcrfon,  and  the  Caufe. 
Rome  be  as  Juft  and  gracious  now  to  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee* 
Open  the  Gates  and  Let  me  In, 
An  humble  Suppliant  to  your  Senate* 

Bsffh  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

^  Exemn  as  into  the  SenAte-hovfe. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  U. 

Enter  a  Captain, 

Capt.  Rmans  make  way,  the  good  h/fttdroniassj 
Patron  of  Virtue,  Romes  bell  Champion : 
Succefsfull  in  the  Battles  that  he  fights. 
With  Honour  and  with  Fortune  is  returned, 
From  where  he  circumfcribed  with  his  Sword, 
And  brought  to  Yoal^  the  Enemies  of,  Rmt. 


<5) 

S<mnd  9f  Drums  and  TrNmpets^  ihen  Enter  im  Titus's  Sotts^  ^nd 
then  a  dead  Sen  broHght  in  pHnerdl  Pomfy  then  two  othtr  Sons^  all 
bearing  his  Armour ^  thtn  TituS  Andronicus,  andthenTzmotz 
Queen  (?/Goths  And  her  two  Sens^  Chiron  dnd  Demetrius,  with 
Avon  the  Moor  and  others :  they  flop  j  the  Armour  a  laid  by  the 
dead  Son  in  order. 

Titus.  Hail  Rome!  VidtorioM  in  thy  mourning  weeds,  • 
As  doth  the  Bark  that  hath  difcharg'd  his  fraught, 
Return  with  precious  Lading  to  the  Bay, 
From  whence  at  firft  (he  weigh'd  her  Anchorage  ^ 
Cometh  Andronicus^  Bound  with  Lawrell  bougfts. 
To  re-falute  his  Country  with  his  Tears, 
Tears  of  true  Joy  for  his  return  to  Rome* 
Thou  great  Defender  of  this  Capitoil, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rights  that  we  intends 
Romans,  of  Five  and  twenty  valiant  Sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Triam  had. 
Behold  the  poor  remains  alive  and  Dead: 
Thefc  that  furvive,let  Rome  reward  with  Love, 
Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  Latefl:  Home, 
With  Buriall  amongft  their  Anceftors. 
fiere  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  Iheath  my  Sword, 
Titus  unkind,  and  carelcfs  of  thine  own, 
Why  Suffer'ft  thou  thy  Sons  unbury'd  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  Dreadfull  (hoar  of  Styx, 
Make  way  to  Lay  them  with  their  Brethren. 

The  Temple  opens,  A  Glorious  Tomb  is  dtfcoverd  where  they  fUce  tk^ 
'Dead  Corps,  Wdrliks  Mufiek  all  the  while  Sounding. 

There  Greet  in  Silence  as  the  Dead  arc  wont. 
And  Sleep  in  Peace,  Slain  in  your  Comtrys  Wars. 

Lucius^  Nfow  Give  the  Proqdeft  Prisoner  of  the  Gcths^ 
That  we  may  hew  his  Limbs,  .and  on  a  Pile 
Sacrifice  his  flcfh  to  our  dear  Brothers  Ghofl, 
That  fo  his  Shadow  be  not  unappeasM, 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  Prodigies  on  Earth. 

Tiths.  I  give  him  you  the  Nobleftihat  Survives, 
The  Eldeft  Son  of  this  di{lrc(red  C^een. 

Tamora.  Stay  Roman  Prethren,  ulorious  Conqueror, 
Viftorious  Titus,  Behold  the  Tears,  I  (hed ; 
A  Mo|thers  Tears  inPaflldn  for  her  Son, 
IsH  not  fdfficieat  m  are  brought  to  Rom:'^ 

B  2  To 


(4) 


To  Beautify  thj  Trtompbi^  and  tetutd 

Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  RomJn  Yoke  1 
Buc  mull  my  Sons  be  Slaughtered  in  the  Streets, 
For  Valiant  doings  in  their  Gountrys  Caufe? 
If  to  fight  for  King  and  Common- Wealth, 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe. 
ulndroniciis  ftain  not  thy  Tomb  with  Blood  *, 
WiiPt  thou  draw  near  tjhe  N"ature  of  the  gods? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  LMercifull: 
Noble  Titfts  fpare  my  firft-born  Son. 

TitKs,  My  Son,  whom  Chance  of  War  your  Captive  made,-. 
Was  Bern  in  Glory  too,  and  for  great  deeds. 
Adopted  was  the  Eldeft  Son  of  Fame  j 
Yet  fell  a  Viftim  to  Plebean  Rage. 

LuciHs,  Deaf  like  the  Gods  when  Thunder  fills  the  Air,. 
Were  you  to  all  our  Suppliant  Romans  then  \ 
Unmov'd  beheld  him  made  a  SacriSce 
T'appeafe  your  Angry  Gods  what  Gods  are  they 
Are  pleasM  with  Humane  Blood  and  Cruelty  ? 

Titus.  Then  did  his  forrowfull  Briethren  here^ 
Thefe  other  Sons  of  snine,  froni  me  Exad: 
A  Vow,  This  was  the  Tenor  vyhich  it  bore, 
"  If  any  of  the  Cruel  T ahiora^^  Race 
"  Should  fan  in  Roman  hands,  him  I  wouM  give 
"  To  their  Revenging  Piety. —  To  this 
Your  Eldeft  Son  is  doom'd,  and  dye  he  muft. 
Not  to  revenge  their  Bloods  we  novy  bring  home, 
Or  theirs  who  formerly  were  flain  in  Arms: 
For  fliow  me  now  thofe  Valiant  Fighting  g^thsj 
yie  kifs  their  Noble  hands  that  gave  the  Wounds, 
'Caufe  bravely  they  perform'^d.  This  was  no  Caufc 
But  a  Sons  groaning  Shadow  toappeafe. 
By  Prieftly  Butchers  Murder'd  on  your  Altars. 

Mart.  Remembrance  whetts  our  rage,  away  with  himj> 
On  yond  Eredted  Pile  kindle  a  Fire, 
And  on  if  ftrow  his  feparated  Limb-, 
To  be  ConfuiiiM  in  the  devouring  Flames. 

Q^int.  Learn  Goths  from  hence,  and  after  keep't  in  mind. 
That  Cruelty  is  not  the  WorfhipoftheGods.  rSons  0/ Titus 


Cbir,  Was  ever  Cythia  ImU  fo  Barbarous?  ^Sxeunt. 
Dem.  Oppofe  not  Ci'ffc^'*  to  Ambitious $Tit.\^sgoesHfto 
Akrbm  goes  to  xcft  and  wc  ftrvive  ^-thc  Tomb. 


Tam»  Intention  made  it  Piety  in  us 
But  in  you  this  ACt  is  Cruelty. 


To 
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To  tfemble  mdet  tkns  tiureatoiflg  Look. 

jir^n.  To  tremble  faid  you  f  did  you  fay  to  trcmbk  ? 
No,  Madam  ftand  refolv'd,  but  hope  withal), 
That  the  fame  Gods  that  Arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  Sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  Tyrant  in  his  Tcnt^ 
May  favour  Tamora  the  Queen  of  Goths 
With  like  Succelsfull  minutes,  to  requite 
Thefe  Blocdy  wrongs  and  Roman  Injuries. 

Enter  Lavinia,  Attendants, 

'  Lavin,  In  Peace  and  Honour  Live  Lord  T7V«;  Long, 

My  Noble  Lord  and  Father  Live  in  Fame. 

Here  at  this  Tomb  my  Tributary  Tears 

I  render  for  my  Brothers  Obfequies, 

And  at  your  feet  I  kneel  with  Tears  of  joy, 

Shed  on  the  Earth,  for  your  return  to  "K^me, 

O  blefs  me  here  with  that  Victorious  hand 

.Whofe  Fortune  Rowes  beft  Citizens  applaud. 

TitHs^  Kind  Rome^  that  has  thus  Lovingly  reltor'd 
The  Cordial  of  my  Age  to  glad  my  heart ! 
Lavinia  Live,  out-live  thy- Fathers  days, 
And  Fames  Eternil  date  for  Virtues  praife. 

Re-Enter  the  Sons  of  Titus..  . 

Sec  injur'd  Romans  and  amazed  Goths 

How  Swift  revenge  has  been  to  Execute; 

The  Fire  is  kindled,  zAlarhus  Intrails  feed  the  flame, 

Now  reft  thoJ  manes  of  our  Murder'd  Broihtr. 

Narght  now  remains  but  that  we  Clofe 

The  Monument,  and  with  Wars  Loud  Alarums 

Take  our  L  eave. 

Titus.  Let  It  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicn^ 
Make  this  his  Lateft  farewell  to  their  Souls. 

Somd  Drums  &  Trutr^cxs^vni 
Lay  the  Coffin  w  the  Tomb^ 

In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here  my  Sont, 

Romes  Valiant  Champions,  repofe  you  here  in  rtft. 

Secure  from  Worldly  Chances  and  Mishaps : 

Here  Lurks  no  Treafon,  here  no  Envy  Swells, 

Hje  grow  no  damned  Drugs,  here  are  no  Storms, 

NoTioife,  but  filence  and  Etern&l  Sleep,         c  The  MovHmtnt. 

la  Peace  and  Honour  rril  you  here  my  Sons.  ZQofts, 

0  3  Enicf- 


Entsr  Marctts. 


Marcus,  Long  Live  Lord  Tituf  my  beloved  Brother, 
TitHs.  Thanks  worthy  Tribune,  Noble  Brother  M^chs, 
Marcus.  Welcomedear  Nephews  from  SuccefsfuU  Wars, 
You  that  Survive  and  you  that  Sleep  in  Fame  | 
Your  Fortunes  are  in  all  Glorious  alike, 
That  in  your  Counrrys  Service  drew  your  Swords, 
But  fafer  Triumph  is  this  funeral  Pomp, 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Sohns  Tiappinefs, 
And  Triumphs  over  Chance  in  Honours  Bed. 
Now  Noble  Tit/ts  Gratify  the  Eyes  of  Rome^ 
With  fight  of  thee  and  of  thy  Valiant  Sons, 
See  how  in  Crowds  they  prefs  to  Honour  thee. 

Titus.  Tho'a  Conqueror,  I  am  (till  my  Countrys  Servant, 
And  Romes  VafTal.  C  Exeunt, 

t  '^f^^  ^^^^^  Clojes* 


SCENE  III. 

Emer  EmiUius,  mth  other  Tribunes  W  Senators  .*  Gives  Marcus 
a  Robe^  which  he  Offtrs  to  TttUS.  Enter  Satuminus  and  Baffi- 
anus,  with  FoBowers^  4t  fever d  Dms-^^  Drums  &  Trnmfets  Sound, 

Marcus,  Titu4  Andronicmf  the  People  of  Rome 
Whofe  friend  injuftice,  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  this  white  and  fpotlefs  Robe, 
And  name  thee  in  Eleftion  for  the  Empire, 
With  thefe  our  late  decealed  Emperours  Sons  ] 
Then  ftand  a  Candidate,  and  put  iton, 
And  help  to  fct  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

TttUS.  Abetter  head  her  glorisus  body  fits. 
Then  this  that  (hakes  with  age  and  feeblenefs , 
Wherefore  fhou'd  I  afiiime  this  Robe  and  trouble  you, 
Be  chofen  with  Acclamations  to  day. 
To  morrow  yield  up  Rule,  refign  my  life, 
And  let  abroad  new  bufinefs  for  you  all. 
Rome  I  have  been  thy  Souldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  Countrys  ftrength  fuccelsfully, 
And  Bury'd  one  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons  ^ 

Knighted 
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Knighted  in  Field,  flain  manfully  in  Arms, 
In  right  and  ftrvice  of  their  Noble  Country  : 
Give  me  a  StafTof  Honour  for  my  Age, 
But  not  a  Scepter  to  controul  the  World. 
Upright  he  held  it  Lords  that  held  it  laft. 

Marcus,  Thou  fhalt  ask  the  Empire  and  fiialc  obtaia  it. 

Saturn,  Proud  and  Ambitious  Tribune  canfl:  thou  tell 

Titus.  Patience  Prince  SMurninut. 

Saturn.  Romans  do  me  right. 
TatricUns  draw  your  Swords,  and  Ihcatb  them  not 
'Tid  Saturninus  be  Rcmes  Emperour. 
Andrcnicusy  wou'd  thy  Aged  head  lay  deep  in  Earth 
Rather  then  rob  me  of  the  peoples  hearts. 

Lucius.  Proud  Saturnine^  interrupter  of  that  gccd 
The  Noblc-mindtd  Titus  means  to  thee. 

Titus.  Prince  Pie  reftore  to  thee  the  Peoples  hcarts-i  . 
And  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

Bajfianus.  Andronicus  I  do  tvot  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  ^till  I  dye : 
My  Fadtion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friend?, 
I  will  mod  thanicfull  be  \  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  fatisfadlion. 

Titus.  People  of  Rome^  and  peoples  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  Voices  and  your  fuffrage^ 
Willyoubeftow  them  friendly  oxiftAndronicus  ? 

Emillius.  To  gratify  the  good  iAfudromatSy 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome^ 
The  People  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

MdTcus,  Do  All  confent  ? 

AM  Tribunes.  AD,  alL 

Titus,  T ribuncs  I  thank  you,  and  this  Sute  I  makf*> , 
That  you  Create  your  Emperours  Eldeft  Son, 
Lord  Saturnine^  whofe  Virtues  will  I  hope, 
Rcfleft  on  Rome^zs  Tytam  Rays  on  Earth, 
And  ripen  Jufticeinthis  Common-wealth : 
Then  if  you  wiU£left  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him  and  fay,  Long  live  «ur  Emperour, 

Marcus.  With  Voiccsandapplaufeof  every  fort>  . 
Patricians  and  Plebeans^  we  Create 
Lord  Saturninus  Romes  great  Emperour  .* 
And  fay  Lorg  live  our  Emperour  Saturninus. 

Emperour.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  Favours  done^ 
To  us  ID  our  Eleiftion  this  day, 
1  give  tbec  thanks  in  part  of  thy  defcrt, 

Ard 
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And  win  with  Deeds  requite  thy  Noblenefs  J  -  ^ 

And  Titfis,  to  advance 

Thy  Name,  and  Honoiirabk Family, 

L^vinia  will  I  make  my  Eiiiprcfs, 

JRomes  Royal  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs  of  my  heart, 

And  in  the  Sacred  Pathm  her  Efpou^  ^ 

Tell  mc  y^nd(0}jkH-^  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee  ? 

Titus,  It  does  snd  in  requital  of  the  honour  done  me 
Here  in  the  fight  of  Rome^  to  Saturmne 

Our  Defender  and  the  Worlds  great  Emperour      c Prefects  hit 
Iconfecrate  my  Sword^my  Charriot,and  my  Pni^n^r Captives  to 
Prefents  well  worthy  ^^wfi  Imperial  Lord^  CthtEmftror 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  I  owe. 
My  Honours  EnSgnes  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Emf.  Thanks  Valiant  Tif>«j,  Father  of  my  Life ; 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee  and  of  thy  gifts, 
IRome  fhall  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leall  of  thefe  unfpeakable  Dcferts, 
Rovjans  forget  your  Fealty  to  me. 

Bajfi.  Say  Noble  and  you  the  valiant  Brothers  of  that 

Lovely  Maid,  is't  not  a  Tyranny  too  great  to  bear  ? 
Shall  he  the  Empire  have  r 
Why  Let  him,  but  let  him  leave  Lavinia  then : 
To  be  at  once  deprived  of  Power  and  Love 
Is  more  then  Mortal  fure  can  bear. 

TitHs.  Now  Madam  you  are  Prisoner  to  an  Emperour, 
To  him  that  for  your  Honour  and  your  State        C  Tamom 

Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  Followers. 

Emp.  OfMein  Majeftick,  and  of  Features  Excellent ! 

Were  I  to  choofe  agnin,  this  were  my  choice. 

Madam  tho'  chance  of  War  has  brought  you  here, 

You  come  not  to  bemad:  a  Icorn  in  Rome^ 

Princely  fliall  be  your  ufage  Every  way, 

Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 

O're  cloud  the  glory  of  your  Brow. 

Tamora.  TM  here  in  Chains,  yet  T  am  ftiU  a  Q^Jecn, 

And  have  the  noble  Coursgc  of  a  ^oth. 

If  in  my  face  you  Signes  of  lorrow  read 

The  Frontifpeice  is  unworthy  my  mind. 

And  ill  befits  the  greatnefs  of  my  Soul. 
Etttf.  Brave  Queen— whofc  noble  Mind  in  triumph  leads 

Ths  glories  of  our  Rcm:tn  V'i(Xov\^s^ 

Ranfomlefs  here  we  fet  thefe  Captives  free, 

And  pay  thy  greatnefs  with  their  Liberty. 

EfjtferoHr, 


Emperm.  Come  Ldvinioj  thou  Tfopfaec  of  the  day. 
And  utmoft  height  of  all  our  joys,  for  thee 
Altars  lhali  be  perfum'd  with  richeft  Gums, 
And  Hymens  Tapor«  there  (hall  Blaze  ^ 
Slowly  you  give  your  Hand,  and  Trembling  Move, 
Art  thou  not  fond  of  Empire  or  affraid  of  Love  ? 

Titi04.  So  Virgins  are  allowed  their  Modeft  Fears, 
They  Even  Changes  for  the  Better  Dread. 

BMjfK  See  Friends  what  Longing  Eyes  fhe  cafts  this  way, 
And  with  her  fad  looks  upbraids  ray  Servile  tamenefs. 
Empire  I  fcarce  thought  truly  worth  my  care 
When  purchas'd  with  the  hazard  of  your  Lives, 
But  if  Iricnds  you  are,  now  Ayd  me  in  my  Love. 
Love  is  the  Nobler  Came —  [_  Baflianus  S<i;?^i  Lavinia 

By  your  leave  Emperor  and  yours  Lord  TitHs,  [^from  the  Emferow 

Emp.  How  B4jfiatfHS  ? 

C^i^rcus.  The  Prince  in  Juftice  ceafeth  but  his  own. 

JjutHs,  And  he  will  and  fliall  if  Lttcius  Live. 

Titus.  Tray  tors  forbear,  where  is  the  Emperours  guard  ? 
My  Lord,  fee  you  not  L^vinU  is  furpriz'd  ? 

'Bftjjl  Yes,  fhe's  furpriz'd  by  him  that  juftly  may. 

tJ^Htiuu  H'?Ip  to  convey  her  hence,  and  with  my  Sword 
I'lc  guard  this  p«iTsgefafe.   ^Exeunt  Marcus,  Lucius,  Mutius, 

c  BafllaBUs  ^nd  foSowers  with  Lavinia. 

Titus,  Treafon,  aH  that  do  love  the  Emperour 
New  foDow  me  and  foon  Pie  bring  her  back.        C  Titus  Sxi$ 

Entf^  Forbear  

'Till  flic  dcfervcs  that  care  you  undertake. 

C  Exetmt  Emp. 


ACT   II.    SCENE  I. 

Emer  BalDanus,  Lavinia  ^  Matius       hit  GH$rd\  Titni  Tr ef- 
fing in  xfith  bit  Swsrd^  Mndfot^wers,  Lucitss  behiftd. 

Mfi'  T  O  man  pafTcs  here. 

tins,  T*^**'-  WhatVillain,boy,Bafftme 

X  ^  my  way  in  Rom$  ? 

MntiHs.  Help  Luciutl  help.'  C/**'' 

Lucius.  O  Sir  you  arc  unjuft, 
In  a  Wrong  QoarrcU  you  have  fliin  your  Son 

C  TitUfn 
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Tituf.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  Sons  of  Mine, 
My  Sons  wou'd  never  fo  dilhonour  me, 
Trayror,  Reftore  Lavima  to  the  Emperour* 

Lhcshs,  Dead  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  ha  Wife, 
That  is  anothers  Lavvfull  promisM  Love. 

Enur  Empcrour,  Tamora,  Her  twc  Sons  ^  atid  Aron  the  Mo^r, 

Emp.  No  Titus^  no,  the  Emperour  needs  thee  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  race. 
She  never,  nor  thy  Trayterous  Sons  I'le  trufl:, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  diihonour  me. 
Was  none  in  Rom  to  make  a  property, 
But  me  ?  fhortly  thou'It  proudly  Bragg, 
I  poorly  begg'd  the  Empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tims^  O  Monftrous !  What  reprochfull  words  are  thefe  ,^ 

Emp.  But  go,  go  give  that  foolifh  toy  thy  daughter 
To  him  that  flour ifht  for  her  with  his  Sword. 
A  valiant  Son-in-Law  thou  flialt  Enjoy, 
One  Fit  to  Bandy  with  thy  Law-Iefs  Sons, 
To  rufHe  in  the  Goramon-wealth  of  Rome. 

Titus.  Thefe  words  are  Razors  to  my  Loyall  heart. 
,    Emf.  Therefore  Lovely  Tam^a  Queen  of  Geths^ 
That  like  the  Stately  Thebt  'mong  her  Nimphs, 
Out-lhin'ft  the  brighteft  Roman  Dames, 
If  thou  art  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice. 
Behold  I  take  thee  Tamora  for  my  Bride, 
And  will  Create  thee  Emprefs  Rome, 
Speak  thou  Majeftick  Coth^  doft  thou  approve 
my  choice.^  Then  by  all  our  Roman  Gods 
I  fwear  to  lead  thee  to  their  Altars  ftrait, 
Where  Tapors  now  Burn  Bright,  and  Ev'ry  thing 
In  Readyaefs  for  Hymeneus  Stands 
Thence  in  Imperiall  Pomp  fhalt  thou  be  Led, 
The  Glorious  partner  of  my  Throne  and  Bed. 

Tamora,  And  here  in  fight  ot  Heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear, 
If  StHrnine  advance  the  Qi.icen  of  Goths^ 
She  but  the  trifRfes  .^ill  of  Empire  fhare. 
His  Vacant  hours  fliall  her  ambition  bound. 
And  all  her  hopes  with  Love  be  fully  crown'd. 
But  to  my  Emperour  this  one  thing  I  commend 
In  higheft  care  and  greateft  Love  'tis  done. 
Receive  this  worthy  Moor  to  your  efteena. 

Emf,  Dark  is  the  Cafe,  but  throat  a  noble  light 

There 
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There  Shines.—^ 

Tsm.  Firft,  be  the  place  he  holds  io  Trult  and  Confidence, 
His  head  in  Counfell,  and  his  hand  in  Warr 
Will  nerer  fail  to  do  you  fervicc. 

Aroft^  if  Biulhes  could  be  feen  thro'  this  black  Vaylc, 
Thcfc  undeferved  praifes,  from  your  Mouth, 
Would  dye  my  Vizage  of  another  hue 
Quick  mounts  the  blood  up  to  my  fwarchy  Cheeks  - 
Tho'not  perciev'd,  the  Oven  glows  within. 

Emp,  Your  word's  a  noble  Warrant,  If  Rome  or  I 
Can  Merit  hi^,  or  thefe  two  Young  Princes  Loves  y 
Their  greatnefs  knows  no  bounds  but  their  defires  .* 
And  now  Afccnd  fair  Queen,  Pdr.ihean  Lords  accompany 
Your  Erapcrour  and  his  Royal  Bride, 
Whofe  Wildomehath  her  fortune  conquer'd* 
Affiftant  be  to  fee  the  Rices  performed, 
By  heaven  ftie  was  fent  to  blefs  my  Reign, 
Captive  ihe  came,  but  beauty  broke  her  Chain. 

C  ExiHut,  As  tP  the  Alur* 

Titus.  I  am  not  bid  to  attend  thefe  Ceremonies, 
TitHs  when  wer't  thou  wont  to  walk  alone. 
Difhonour^d  thus  and  challeaged  of  wrongs. 

Enter  Marcus,  Lucius,  Martins,  Quintus,  Mutius  Born  in  Vend. 

UWdrcMf,  O  Titus  fee,  fee  here  what  thou  haft  done, 
In  a  bad  quarrell  (lain  a  Virtuous  Son. 

Jituf.  No  foolifh  Tribune,  no  ^  No  Son  of  mine, 
Nor  thou  nor  thefe  confederate  in  the  Deed, 
That  hath  difhonour'd  all  our  Family, 
Unworthy  Brother  and  unworthy  Sons. 

Lucius.  But  let  me  give  him  Buriall  as  becomes, 
Give  Muttus  buriall  with  our  Brothers. 

Titus.  Traytors  away,  he  rcfts  not  in  this  Tomb , 
This  Monument  five  hundred  years  h  th  ftood. 
Which  1  have  fumptuoufly  re-cdify'd  .• 
Here  none  hut  Souldiers  and  ^ Servitors 
Repofein  Fame,  None  bafclyflain  in  brauls, 
bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

MATcut,  This  is  impiety  in  you. 
And  Mutius^Qtds  do  ftrongly  plead  for  liim, 
He  muftbe  buryM  wirh  his  Brothers. 

QHintus.  And  (hall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

Titus,  Andlhall:  wl|a|  Villain  was  it  (poke  that  word  ? 

C  2  M.irfiu^ 
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Martins.  He  that  wouM  vouch  it  'gainft  any  matt  but  youi 
Tkiis.  What  wou'd  you  bury  him  ia  fpight  of  me  / 
Marcus,  No,  Noble  Titns^  but  entreat  of  thee> 

To  pardon  Mums^  and  to  bury  him. 
'fitHs.  M^rcHfy  even  thou  haft  ftrook  upon  my  Creft, 

And  with  thefe  Boys  my  Honour  thou  haft  wounded ; 

My  Foes  I  do'repiate  you  every  one, 

So  trouble  me  no  more  but  Irence  — 
QHintPts.  Not  I,  'till  Mi4tit4s  Bones  be  BuryM. 

Marcus  and  the  Sons  aU  knecL 
MarcHs.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  Nature  plead, 
Lncius,  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  Nature  fpeak. 
TitHs^  Speak  thou  no  more  if  ail  the  reft  will  (p«ed. 
Marcus.  Renowned  Titusy  more  then  half  my  foul, 
Lucius,  Dear  Father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all. 
Marcus,  Suffer  thy  Brothrr  Marcus  to  Interr 

Hii  Noble  Nephew  here  in  Virtues  CeB,^ 

That  dy'd  in  Honour  and  Lawnias  caufc . 

Thou  art  a  MAmmy  be  not  Barbarous : 

The  Grttks  upon  advice  did  Bury  %/i  ')ax 

That  flew  himfelf;  And  wife  Latrus  Son, 

Did  pioufly  plead  for  his  Funeralls  :  ^ 

Let  not  young  Mmius  then  that  was  thy  Joy, 

Be  barrVl  his  entrance  here. 
Titm.  Rift  Marcuiyix^z^ 

The  difffltl'ft  day  is  this  that  e're  I  fa  w^ 

To  be  difhoDoar'd  by  my  Sons  in  Ramc  \ 

Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

lt\s€y  put  hisnintki  Vaults. 

LuciHs,  There  lye  thy  Bones,  dear  Mmius,  with  thy  Friends, 
'Till  we  with  Trophees  do  adorn  thy  Tomb. 

Mdrcus,  No  man  flied  tears  for  Noble  Mutius^ 
He  lives  in  Fame  that  dyM  in  Virtues  caufe. 

Martius,  Mutius  is  buryM  and  our  griefs  are  eas  d : 

Q^uintus,  The  Emperour  aad  his  haughty  Bride  return. 

f,nttr  the  Emperour,  Tamora,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  ani  Aroflj, 
at  cft$  dow.  BafTianus,  Lavinia  at  the  ether ^  Sou^  with 
tendants, 

Emf.  SoBaffiams ! 
You  that  fo  latel  y  play M  the  Gladiator — • 
Give  you  Joy  Sir  of  your  Gallant  Bride. 

B^ii,  The  like  to  Saswmnc  and  his«  I  fay  no  most 

  -  -  Not 
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Nor  wifhnolefs. 

Emf.  Traytor,  if  Rme  have  Law,  or  wc  have  Power, 
Thou  and  thy  FaftioQ  fhaU  repent  this  Rape. 

Bdfi,  Rape  call  you  it  to  feize  my  own,  ye  Gods  / 
My  true  betrothed  Love,  and  now  my  Wife  : 
Bue  let  the  Laws  of  Rom  determine  all, 
M^n  while  anil  poflcft  of  what  is  mine. 

£m^>  You  are,  butlooktoahfwer  the  Affront. 

Bdjfi.  Anfwer  I  muft  and  fliall  do  with  my  iife^ 
Only  thus  much  1  wilh  thee  underftandj 
By  all  the  Duties  that  1  owe  to  Rome^ 
This  Noble  Gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrongM^ 
That  in  the  Refcue  of  L4vima 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  Son, 
Iq  Zeal  to  you  and  highly  movM  to  wrath. 
To  btcontr^ulMin  that  he  frankly  gave 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Empcrour, 
That  hath  in  all  hts  deeds  expreO:  himfelf 
A  Father  and  a  Friend  to  thee,  and  Rime. 

Tdmora.  If  Tdm^rd  be  gracious  in  your  eyes 
Then  hear  me  fpeak  indifferently  for  all  y 
And  at  my  requeft  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Emp,  Be  difhonour'd  openly — 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  Revenge ! 

Tdmord.  Not  fo  my  Lord,  the  GckIs  of  Rome  defend, 
I  fliou'd  be  Author  to  dilhonour  you 
But  on  my  Honour  dare  I  undertake, 
For  good  Lord  TitHs  innocence  in  all  ; 
Whofe  Fury  not  diffembrd  Ipeaks  his  Grief : 
Then  at  my  Sute  look: friendly  on  his  Age, 
Lofe  not  fo  Noble  a  Friend  on  vain  fuppofc. 
See  thofe  gray  hairs,  behold  the  good  old  man^ 
Truft  me  my  Lord  he's  innocent. 

Bdffl,  Subtle  Emprefs !  infinuating  C^/ib/ 

Ai##r.  Hearken  tothisCounfcl  with  attention^ 
Diffcmble  all  your  grieff  and  dilcontents. 
You  arc  but  newly  ftept  into  your  Throne, 
Left  then  the  People  and  Pdtrkians  too 
Upon  a  Juftfurvey  take  Titus  part, 
(  You  know  he  has  a  plaufiblc  pretence, . 
He  killM  his  Son,  by  him  the  Tray  tor  feH  ) 
And  fo  fupplant  you  for  ingratitude, 
Wh^h^^/w^rtputcs  to  be  a  heinous  Crime. 


(  I4-) 

Baffi.  Wbat  fays  the  Moor  ^ 

M9or,  I  fay  young  Lord,  Titus  is  innocent. 

TMmora.  Innocent,  where  he  fhouM  play  the  Villain:  Z^/tde^ 
Yield  at  Intreaties,  and  let  mc  alone, 
Yk  watch  a  day  that's  fitted  for  Revenge, 
And  race  their  Faction  and  their  Family. 
The  Cruell  Father  and  his  Tray  terous  Sons 
To  whom  I  once  fu'd  for  my  dear  Sons  Life, 
rie  make  'em  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queea 
Kneel  in  the  ftrcets  to  beg  for  grace  in  Vain. 
Look  there  my  Lord,  behold  the  good  Jndromcus ! 
Take  up  the  dear  Old  man  and  cheer  his  Heart  " 
That  (inks  inTempeftof  your  angry  frown. 

Bafia,  FeignM  as  I  Live  1 
AbftracH:  of  Woman  and  of  Devil. 

E?rp,  Rife,  TitHs^  Rife,  my  Emprefs  has  prevaiPd. 

Titus,  I  thank  you  Sir,  Molfc  heartily  I  do. 
The fe  words,  thcfe  looks  infufe new  Life  in  mc. 

TamoYA,  TitHs^  I  am  incorporate  in  Romcj 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  mull  advife  the  Emperour  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  Quarrells  dye,  Jndronicus, 
And  let  it  be  my  honour,  good  my  Lord, 
That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  Friends  and  y«u. 
For  jou  Prince  Bajfmnns  I  have  pafs'd 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  Emperour, 
•  That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  lemperatc  .• 
And  fear  not  Lords,  and  you  Lavima^ 
By  my  advice  all  humbled  on  your  Knees, 
You  fhall  ask  pardon  of  the  Emperour. 

Bajjia.  Kneel,  Kneel,  Learn  to  difTemblc  all, 
You  have  a  Woman  for  your  Inftruftor. 

Martins.  We  Kneel,  and  vow  to  Heaven  and  the  Emperour, 
That  what  we  did  was  moft  fincerely  meant. 
Tending  our  Sifters  Honour  and  our  owu. 

Quir.tiLS.  That,  that  was  all  the  ill  we  meant. 

MarcHs.  Here  on  my  Honour  I  proteft 
They  had  no  other  Aim. 

Baffia^  See  the  good  Tribune  ijldarcus  too 
Has  taken  the  Scent,  and  Bows  amongft  the  crow'd. 

Em^,  MarcHS^  for  ihy  fake  and  thy  Brothers  too, 
1  do  remit  their  fault, 
Stand  up  Lavima^  thou  flialt  be  my  gueft, 
With  all  thy  Friends,  Baffmns  not  excepted, 
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If  Rmes  grtSit  Court  can  Entertain  two  Brides, 
But  firft  impart  a  Smile  to  Baffiannsj  ' 
His  looks  arc  ftill  contradcd. 
Come  Tamora,  this  is  a  day  of  Triumph, 
All  Pleafures  of  the  Banii  fhall  delight  thce, 
Where  cvtry  Senfe  is  exq^iifitely  touch'^d, 
Pleafures  that  noi  the  World  affords, 
And  yet  is  only  known  to  Roman  Lords. 

^  C^nip.Taaj.c^r.  £A;#m» 

Aron  Alone. 

Aron.  Nowclimcth  Tamora  OUmfm  tep, 
Safe  ont  of  Fortunes  Ihot,  and  fits  on  high,  alofr. 
Secure  of  Thunder- crack,  or  Lightning-flafh, 
Advanced  above  pale  Envies  threatning  reach 
Upon  her  Wit  doth  Earthly  honour  wait, 
And  Virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown, 
Then  ^ropt.  Arm  thy  heart  and  fit  thy  thoughts 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  Imperial  Miftrcfs. 
And  rife  her  pitch  *,  whom  thou  in  Triumph  long. 
Haft  Prifoner  held,  fettcr'd  in  Amorous  chains, 
And  fatter  bound  to  Arons  Charming  Eyes 
Then  is  Prometheus  tyM  to  CdHcafus. 
Hence  abje(^  thoughts  that  I  am  black  and  foul, 
And  all  the  Taunts  of  Whites  that  call  me  Fiend;, 
I  ftill  am  Lovely  in  an  Emprefs  Eyes, 
Lifted  on  high  in  Power,  Pie  hang  above 
Like  a  black  threatning  Cloud  o're  all  their  heads 
That  dare  look  up  to  me  with  Envious  Eyes. 
Hollo,  what  Storm  is  this  i 

Enter  Chiron,  Demetrius,  bravivg  one  another^ 

Bemt.  Chiron^  thy  years  want  Wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge. 
And  manners  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd^ 

Chiron,  Difnetrius,  thou  prefumeft  ftill  in  all; 
And  fo  in  this  to  bear  me  off  with  Braves, 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  tw, 
Can  render  me  lefs  acceptable,  or  thee 
More  fortunate,  1  am  as  fit  as  thou 
To  ferve  and  to  defcrvea  Miftrefs  favour, 
And  that  my  Sword  (hall  iniiantly  Maintain^ 
And  plead  my  Pallion  for  Lavinu. 

T)tmft\ 
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Dmet.  Arc  yotJ  fo  defperate  grown  ?  p 
CkiroTj.  Thou  fhalt  perceive  how  much  I  darc^ 

"Demct.  B©y  

Clnron.  Coward — Demt.  Do. — Chi.  More  then  thou  darelt. 

JDemet.  Becaufe  1  am  thy  Elder. 

Chiron^  Becaufe  you  want  Courage. 

Dem,  No,  caufc  thoii  want'^ft  wit. 

Chi.  I  could  tear  my  flefh. 

Dem,  And  I  Laugh  at  thy  Madnefs. 

Chi.  No  more,  no  more— — 

Dem.  Then  thus —  £  Offers  4r4W. 

%Aron,  What  mean  you  Princes  ? 
So  near  the  Emperours  Pallace  dare  you  draw? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  Quarrell  openly, 
I  have  heard  all  the  ground  of  this  Debate  ^ 
1  would  not  for  all  Tagus  golden  fliore 
The  <:aufe  were  known  to  them  it-moft  concerns^ 
Nor  wou'd  the  Emprefs  for  much  more  then  that, 
Bp  fo  diihonour'd  iri  the  Court  of  Rome. 
For  fliame  put  up. 

Demet.  Not  I,  'till  that  tongue  Jye  breathlcfs  in  his  mouth 
Tnat  utter'd  thofc  reproachful!  words. 

Chircn.  For  that  lam  prepar'd,  and  full  refblv'd. 
Dead-hearted  man  that  thunder'ft  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 

iT/tfcr;  Now  by  the  Gods  that  Warlike  Gotiis  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. 
What,  think  you  not  how  dangerous  it  is,  _ 
To  make  Invafion  on  a  Princes  right  ? 
What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  lb  looft  ? 
Or  Haffianus  fo  degenerate. 
That  for  her  Love  fuch  Quarrells  may  be  broacht. 
Without  controlment,  Juftic^,  or  Revenge? 
Princes  beware,  for  flioiild  the  Empreft  know 
This  difcords  ground,  the  Mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Chiron.  I  carc  not  I,  knew  fhe  and  all  the  World, 
i  Love  Lavi/jia  more  then  all  the  World. 

"Dem-.t.  Hereafter  Learn  to  make  fome  other  choice, 
Ldvima  is  thy  Elder  Brothers  hope. 

nAron^  Why  are  you  Mad,  or  know  you  not  in  Rcmk 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  Competitors  in  Love  ? 
I  teti  you  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  Deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chim. 
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CSoiron.  A  thoufand  Deaths  wouM  I  propofe 
To  gain  her  whom  1  Love — 
^ron.  To  gain  her,  how  f 

Dcm,  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  / 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  courted, 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won. 
She  is  Lavinia  therefore  muft  be  Lov'd. 

Chiron,  What  tho'  Baffunus  be  the  Einperours  Brother* 
Muft  flie  therefore  be  proof 'gainft  power  full  l,ove  ? 

tAron^  Take  this  ot  rae,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaft, 
Then  this  Lavinia^  Bajftanus  Bride. 

Chf.  But  yet  rie  not  defpair  

jdron.  H'jw  ftand  your  Eager  appetites  affefted  f 
Wou'd  each  have  her  all,  all  to  himfelf, 
And  not  allow  the  other  to  breakfafl;  with  him  f 

Dtm^  So  I  were  Satisfy'd. — . 

Chi.  And  my  defires  obtained. 

^rort.  You  intend  her  then  but  for  a  running-Banquet, 
A  fnatch  or  fo,  to  feed  like  m«n  that  go  a  hunting. 

Dent.  We  can  hope  no  more  while  B^tjfi^ms  lives. 

ulron.  Whilft  he  Lives  you  cannot  hope  i  hat — • 

Chiron,  WouM  he  were  dead  then. 

j4roa,  WouM  any  of  you  had  <:ourage  to  fee  it  done. 

JDem.  I  have  

Chir.  Andl— ^ 

j4ron.  Why  arm  you  then  your  hands  'gainft  one  another  ? 
Chi,  I  VOW  his  death— 
Dem.  And  fb  do  1. 

%Aron,  Ay,  HOW  the  work  is  likely  to  go  forward ; 
Be  friends  and  joyn  to  compafs  the  Main  End.  \ 
'Tis  pollicy  and  Stratagem  muft  do, 
That  which  you  cannot  as  you  wouM  obtain, 
Yo  a  muft  pcr-force  accomplilh  as  you  may» 
Dem.  But  when  he's  dead  we  are  not  fuie  flie'l  yield— ^ 
Chir.  At  leaft  not  to  us  both. 
Aron,  How  poorly  SkilPd  in  matters  of  this  N  ature  ^ 
Ravifh  her  and  make  no  more  ado  6n*t. 
Tic  give  you  a  fudden  hint  both  how  and  where 
This  matter  may  be  brought  about. 
The  Empcrour.at  his  B/mii  hold?  his  Court, 
The  Gardens  Round,  are  Large,  Miles  in  Diametc? ; 
Many  clofe  walkj  there  are,  and  private  Groves, 
Grottoes,  and  on  the  more  Remoter  parts 
Dark  Caves  and  Vaults,  tfhere  water  crufted  Lyes 
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In  Ice,  al!  the  hot  feafon  of  the  year 

As  Chriftaliin    And  firm  as  Ythen 

Twas  taken  from  the  Winters  froft  \  and  Snow  • 

As  white  and  Crifp  as  when  at  firfl:  it  fell 

From  the  cold  Regions  of  the  air. 

There  where  thefe  things  are  thus  preferv'd, 

To  cool  the  hot  Pallets  of  ihirlly  Roman?, 

Quench  you  the  boyling  feavors  of  your  bloods. 

And  Bath  your  Limbs  in  fair  Laz'i?7iM*s'Sno\v.^ 

'Till  all  your  Luft  like  that  does  melt  away, 

When  to  the  Sun  Exposed. 

Chir,  How  fair  a  profpectdo  you  gire  my  hope^;? 

Dem.  Methinks  in  every  walk  I  fee 
Some  Lovely  Roman  Lady  wand  ring  now  ; 
And  now  the  fair  Lavima  1  behold. 
Led  by  Baffiams  to  foine  diftant  place 
Of  clofe  Retirement  that  none  may  hear 
Their  Amorous  talk,  a  place  fitted  for  Rape, 
And  every  ^n  that  Privacy  Exa<fts. 

jirm.  This  way  or  not  at  all  (land  you  in  hope  ; 
Come,  now  our  Emprefs  with  her  Sacred  wit 
To  Vengeance  Gonfecrate, 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  wc  intend, 
And  Ihe  lhall  file  our  Engines  with  advice, 
That  will  not  Suffer  you  to  Err—* 
The  £mpcrours  Court  is  like  the  houfe  of  Fame ^ 
The  Pallacc  full  of  Tongues,  of  Eyes  and  Ears, 
The  Groves  are  gloomie,  deaf  and  filcnt-— 
There  Ipeak  and  ftrike  (haded  from  humane  Eye, 
And  ranfack  fair  Lavinia's  treafury. 

Chi.  Brave  Moor  ! 

Btmt,  Excellent  Moor;  [  Exemt. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  Ar6n,  akne^  xtith  Money. 

'Aronrr^^  that  had  Wit  wou'd  think  that  I  ba«l  none, 

JlITo  Bury  fo  much  Gold  beneath  a  tree, 
And  never  after  to  Inherit  iu 
Let  him. that  thinks^  of  me  To  abjeftly, 

Know 
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KflOW  that  this  Gold  tnuft  Coin  a  Stratagem, 
Which  cunningly  Effeded  vfili  beget, 

A  very  Excellent  piece  of  Villany.  5  Arpn  Dt^s  a 

Lye  there  Sweet  Gold,  thou  poys'ner  of  Virtue,    hole  in  the 
Thou  powerful!  deftroyer  of  all  good,  c  Earth  with 

And  glittering  Seed  of  Mifchief ; — •  Ibis  Swsrd^c^ 

When  e^re  thou  doft  appear  to  Eyes  again,  tbnrys  iheba^ 
Sprout  up  a  plentiful!  harvefl:  of  ills,  lof  Mo»fy, 

With  Blood  thou  (halt  be  water'd,  Humane  blood 
Shall  fatten  the  So\J,  and  men  fhall  reap  the  crop 
In  Penitence  and  Sorrow. 

Smer  Tamora. 

Tamord.  The  Emperour  with  Wine  and  Lu^cury  oVe  come 
Is  fallen  afleep —  in's  pendant-couch  he's  Laid, 
That  hangs  in  yonder  Grotto  rockM  by  Winds^ 
Which  rais  d  by  Art  do  give  it  gentle  motion, 
And  Troops  of  Slaves  fland  round  with  Fans  perfum'd 
Made  of  the  feathers  pluck'd  from  Indian  Birds, 
And  cool  him  into  golden  Slumbers — 
This  time  1  chofe  to  come  to  thee  my  Moor. 
My  Lovely  jlron  wherefore  Look  ft  thou  Sad, 
When  every  thing  doth  Ihow  a  joyfiill  boaft  ? 
The  Birds  make  Harmony  on  every  Bufli,  : 
The  Snakes  lycrouPd,  Basking  in  thechearfull  Sun, 
The  Green  Leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  caft  a  checkor'd  Shadow  on  the  ground. 
The  Flowers  beneath  do  fhed  their  fragrancies. 
And  thro'  the  Air  diffufc  their  fubtlc  fweets— 
Under  this  Shade,  my  ^yfrom^  let's  fit  down. 
In  full  pofleflion  of  all  thefe  delights. 
The  murmur  of  the  Winds,  and  melody 
Of  Birds  that  round  us  fing  upon  the  boughs, 
Shall  charm  our  thoughts  to  fwcet  repofe, 
As  Infants  hy  their  Kurfes  Songs  are  laid  to  fleep. 

yfron.  Madam,  tho'  FeffHs  Govern  your  defires, 
SatiiTfie  is  Dominator  over  mine : 
What  fignifies  my  deadly  ftanding  Eycf 
My  Silence,  and  my  clouJy  Mclanchol]y% 
My  fleece  of  WooUy-Hair  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  Adder  when  (he  doth  unrowlc 
To  do  fome  fatal  Execution 
No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  Venereal  Signs, 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hiod, 

D  2  Blood 
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Blooii  and  Revtnge  are  brooding  in  mj  SkoO: 

H  ark  TAmoray  the  Emprefsof  ray  Soul, 

Which  never  hopes  more  Heaven  then  refts  in  thee. 

This  is  the  day  of  Doom  for  Bafianns, 

His  Phiiomell  muft  lofe  her  tongue  to  day^ 

Tfiy  Sons  make  pillage  of  her  Chaftity, 

y^nd  vvafh  their  hands  in  Bajfiannj  blood* 

Seeft  thoo  t-  is  Letter  ?  Take  it,  givc\  th'Emperour. 

This  other  fatal  plotted  fcrowl 

Shall  draw  two  more  of  Tims  Sons  to  mine. 

1  lee  thy  cheeksgloe  with  deCre  of  knowledge : 

But  ask  no  Qucftions. 

Tarn,  rie  only  ask  one  Kift, 
To  leave  a  reliilh  till  we  meet  again. 

jir^h.  We  are  obferv''d  — -  the  prey  iscome  into  our  NetSj 
Senftlefs  their  Lives  deftruction  is  lo  nigh. 

Enter  BaiQanus>  Lavinia. 

Tei/mra,  Ah  my  Lov'd  Moor, dearer  to  me  then  Life. 

jir97u  No  more,  great  Emprefs,  £a[fiams  ftarts 
To  fee.  cur  fondnefs*  l  ie  leave  you  here  *, 
If  he  take  jiotice  of  c,  foment  a  Quarrel), 
Pie  go  and  fetch  your  Sons  to  end  it  with  him, 

'Baffi,  Ha    Romes  Royall  Emprefs 
Unfurniflit  of  Attendants  and  her  Guard  ! 

Tarn,  Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  art. 

Baffi,  Lnvh'H^  did  file  not  Kifs  the  Moor  f 

Lav.  Ay  my  Lord 

54//1.  Hell  Kifs  a  Moor. 

Believe  me  Madam,  your  Swarthy  Cymerion 
Has  made  your  Hon  jur  of  his  bodies  hue. 
Black,  Loathfqjpe,  andOetefted. 

Tam.  Sawcy  controuler  of  my  private  freps* 

Baffin  Why  are  you  fingl'd  forth  from  all  your  Train, 
And  here  retir'd  to  an  obfcure  place  • — 
Accompany^  but  with  a  Barbarous  Moor,, 
Unleis  to  try  Experiments? 

Tdm.  \  have  patience  toendure  all  this. 

Bajfi,  By  Heavens  1  faw  you  in  Ecclipfe, 
The  bright  Imperial  Sun  of  Rome^s  Ecciip^'d 
With  a  black  Cloud,  ne're  to  ffiine  forth  again. 

Tarn,  Envious,  unmannerly  Bajfianns  ! 

Lav.  Come,  ray  Lord,  (he  is  angry,  let  us  kay«  her 
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To  cnioy  her  Raven-coIourMLovc. 

Bajfh  yes  —  Like  a  frighced  Crow  be  takes  a  flight  round, 
And  aaon  will  light  upon  the  fame  Tree. 

Tsm,  Ohlnfiifrerable ! 

Baft^  Ay  intoilerable  /  The  Emperour  fhall  know  — 

Enfer  Demetrius,  dhiron. 

Demet.  What  change  is  this  we  in  the  Emprcft  fte? 

Chiron.  Why  Royal  Madam,  do  you  look  fo  pale  f 

Tam.  Have  Ixiot  reafon  think  you  to  look  pale  ? 
Thefe  two  by  calk  have  won  me  to  this  place 
This  filent  fecres  and^  retirM  place. 
And  when  they'd  fnewM  me  this  dark  gloomy  Vault 
Which  ftrikes  the  Eyes  with  terror  to  behold 
And  does  arfiaze  the  wondring  Looker  In, 
They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  night, 
A  thoofand  Fiends,  a  thoufand  hiffing  Snakes, 
With  cries  of  reftlefs  Spirits  and  groans  of  Gholls  • 
Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  noifes, 
That  any  Mortal  Creature  lift'ning  to't. 
Would  ftreighi  fall  Mad  or  elfc  dye  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  Hellifh  Tale, 
But  that  they  faid  they'd  throw  me  bound  into't .  ] 
Roule  me  far  under  ground  ^  and  Icav*  me  there  . 
To  dye  a  miferable  Death. 

Lmv.  Heavens/ 

B^Jft,  Hear  this  ye  Roman  Gods. 

T am.  My  Sons,  they  callM  me  foul  Adultreft, 
Lafcivious  G$thy  and  all  the  vilefi:  teems 
That  ever  Ear  did  hear  to  fuch  efFed. 
And  had  you  not  by  wonderous  fortune  come. 
This  Vengence  on  me  had  they  Executed. 
Revenge  it  as  you  love  your  Mothers  Life, 
Or  never  be  ye  henceforth  call'd  my  Sons. 

'Dtmet,  Thi*  is  a  Wiinefs  that  1  am  thy  Son.    {^Stabs  BafliannSi 

Chiron.  And  this  from  me,ilruck  home  to  Ihcw  how  much 
I  Love  the  Honour  of  that  Name.  \ia^aifi. 

Bajfla,  LavMia — -oh!  —  [Bailia.  T>ief. 

Lavin.  I  come   [|  Lavmia  C^fcfcr;  ^/p 

Demct,  Stay,  we  have  other  bufinefs  with  you  yet.  chis  Sword  & 
Drag  hence  her  Husbands  body  to  that  Gave,  gofers  to  kjU 
As  Aran  did  dire<ft  and  Tople  it — headlorg  in.  Cb^r fdf.U  pre* 
Nqw  farthcc  ©ff  let^s  bear  this  trembling  Maid,     {vmed  by  D; 

D  3  To 
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To  fome  clofe  Grotto,  or  hollow,  under  grourid,^  Chir.  thrcws  thi 


Demet.  Lay  by  this  Modefty,  aud  dye  thy  Cheeks  with  red, 
They  look  too  pale — -  Warm  them  with  hot  dcfircs, 
And  let  ^em  gloe  with  Luft  and  appetite. 

L/ivin.  Eaiprefs.  

(^^hir.  Nay,  be  not  Ihy  to  go,  you  will  but  put  us 
To  the  plealbre  to  grafp  your  tender  Limbs, 
And  bear  you  in  our  Arms  to  Covert. 

Lavin.  Oh  Tamura  thou  bear'il  a  Womans  face, 

T am.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak. 

Laviti.  Princes  entreat  her,  hear  me  but  a  word, 

'I>em.  Give  her  a  hearing,  let  it  be  your  Glory 
To  fee  her  Tears,  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  Flints  to  drops  of  Rain. 

Lxvin,  When  did  the  Tygers  young  ones  teach  the  damn  ? 
O  do  not  learn  her  wrath,  fhe  taught  it  thee, 
The  Milk  thou  fuckMft  from  her  did  turn  to  Marble, 
Even  at  that  Breaft  thou  hadltthy  Tyranny, 
Yet  every  Mother  breeds  not  Sons  alike. 
Do  thou  Entreat  her  then  to  (hew  a  Woman  pity. 

^hir.  Would'it  thou  have  me  degenerate  r 

Lavin.  'Tistrue,  the  Raven  does  not  hatch  a  LArk^y 
And  yet  fome  fay,  they  fofter  forlorn  Children, 
The  whilft  their  own  Birds  famifh  in  their  Ncfts* 
O  be  to  me,  tho^  thy  hard  heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  Merciful!. 

7am.  Mercy!  I  know  not  what  it  means. 

Lavin.  O  let  me  teach  thee  for  ray  Fathers  fake. 
That  did  prefervethy  life  in  th'midft  of  War^ 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  Ears. 

T 4m.  Had'ft  thou  in  perfon  ne^rc  offended  me. 
Even  for  his  fake,  am  I  Mercilefs. 
Remember  Sons  I  poui'd  forth  tears  in  vain 
To  fave  your  Brother  from  their  Rage-, 
Bat  fierce  AndronicHs  woufd  not  relent  ; 
And  we  were  but  prefervM  alive  in  War, 
To  make  his  mighty  boaft  at  Rome, 
Therefore  away,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will. 

Lavin.  O  Tamora  preferve  me  from  their  Lufts, 
Kill  me,  throw  me  into  yon  dreadful)  Vault, 
Where  my  dead  Lord  does  now  lye  bath'd  iu  Gore. 


More  fitted  for  delight  and  pleafure, 
There  we  will  rifle  all  her  fweets. 
Chiron.  Come  Lavpnia  


Do 


Do  this  and  be^  Charitable  Morderefs.*— 
Tarn,  So  Ihould  I  rob  my  Sons  of  more  then  half 

Their  pleafure  of  Revenge.- — 
Ckir.  She  that  did  brand  your  Name  with  Infamy, 

Shan't  with  herboafted  Roman  Honour  fall. 
Tarn.  Take  her  hence.  

Lav,  No  Grace  /  No  Shame !  No  Pitty !  O  Barbarous  createre^ 
The  blot  and  Enemy  to  our  general  Name. 
Confufion  fall. — 

Demet,  Nay,  if  you  rail,  we'le  flop  your  Mouth, 
And  bear  you  fartiier  off.       [^Exeunt  Dem.  Chi.  Dragging  Lav. 

Tarn.  Ne're  reft:  my  Soul  nor  know  one  hour  of  joy 
Till  all  the  Adronieie  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  and  feek  my  Lovely  Moor, 
Toknow?/hat  farther  mifchiefs  are  in.ftore.  {:^Ex$t% 

Enter  Quintus  attd  Martius. 

Mart,  t^ovi  QiimtHs  arc  We  near  the  place  youiiam'd? 
What  is  that  pleafant  Secret  you  would  tell. 
Made  you  fo  earneft  with  me  to  come  hither  ? 

Quin.  'Twill  pleafe  thee  Martins  when  'tis  known,  read  that. 

{_  Gives  a  Letter,    MartiuS  l^^ads, 

Quintus  as  foon  as  this  comes  your  hands,,  find  out  your  Bro- 
ther Martius,  Bring  him  with  yon  into  the  Banii  Gardens^  and  at- 
tend a  Vfhile  at  the  AUwh  of  the  Fault  which  is  called  the  Ser- 
pents-Den, where  once  the  mighty  Snake  was  fontrd  .*  Xair  JE.v- 
feflations  fljallhe  rewarded  with  the  Company  of  two  Ladies^  Youn^^ 
and  in  oar  own  opinions  not  unhandfome^  whefe  jtght  Jljall  net  difpleaft^ 
yoH  'j  Love  gives  th4  Invitation ^  and  we  believe  jon  both  Gallatn 
Enough  to  kriow  how  to  nfe  it,  and  to  conceal  onr  fnvoHrs.--^ 

Qnin.  Now  ^J^fartins  do  you  blame  the  hade  I  made  ? 
My  Earneft  preflingof  you  hither. — 

Mart,  No  Lucky  Quintus^  1  am  all  on  fire 

To  fee  thefc  Nymps,  thefe  kind  and  Loving  ones. 

Quirt.  O  Love  I  How  I  do  long  to  taftc  thy  Banquet ! 
And  revel  with  the  ffir  Inviters. 

Martius,  Be  Quick- frgh ted  as  the  Hungry  Hawk, 
That's  watching  for  a  Morning- Prey. — * 
Let  nothing  like  a  Goddefs  kape  thine  Eye. 

Quint,  My  fight  is  very  dull  what  e  rC;  it  Bodes* 

Man.  This  is  the  Entrance  to^ithc.^Vaulc* 
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Qiilnttis.  Martins !  What  drops  of  new-lhed  blood  are  thcfc  / 
As  frefh  as  raoroing  Dew  diftillM  on  flowers. 

Mart,  i  am  furpnzM  with  more  then  common  fear, 
A  Chilling-Sweac  runs  o're  my  trembling  joynts. 

J^ht.  Here. is  a  traft  of  Blood.  • 

Af4rt^  Look  down  into't   iQu.  Kneels  und 

My  Heart  rarpe(fls  more  then  my  Eyes  do  fee.  c  Looks  down  into 

QHintus.  Thou  haft  a  true  Divinity  Heart.  \jheVaHlt. 

liUrt,  What  doft  thou  lee  f — • 

Qnint.  A  Sight  will  make  that  Heart  of  thine  Lament. — 
A  Difmal  fight  of  Bloud  and  Death. 

Mdrt.  Otell  me  who  it  is,  for  ne're  'tiH  now 
Was  1  a  Child,  to  fear  1  know  not  what. 

!^im.  Prince  'S4{fi4nus  Pale  and  Bloody  lies, 
AH  on  a  heap  in  this  dark  Loatbfome  Hole. 

Mart.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  'tis  he  ? 

Qui?it,  Upen  his  Bloudy  finger  he  does  wear 
A  Sparkling  Ring  that  cafts  a  luftre  round, 
Which  like  aTapor  in  fome  Monument", 
.  Doth  fhine  upon  the  Deadmans  Earthly-Cheeks, 
And  fhcws  the  ragged  intrails  of  this  Vault. 
vLook  down  your  leif  and  fee  the  Horrors  there. 

Mart.  My  CompalTionate  heart  will  fcarce  permit 
My  Eyes  once  to  behold  the  thing,  for  which 

•So  much  ^tis  griev'd.   Looks  dom. 

What  horrid  fight  that  flaming  Ring  Betrays.' 
So  Pale  did  fliinethe  Moon  on  PirAmus.^ 
When  he' by  Night  lay  bath'd  in  Maiden  Bloud, 
O  QnintHs  help  me>  with  thy  fainting  hand, 
if  fear  hath  made  thee  faint  as  me  it  hath. 
And  let's  depart,  to  tell  the  afflidting  news 
Of  Death. 

Enter  Emperour^  Aron,  Attendants. 

Emp.  Said  you  not  Jlron  my  Emprefs  walkM  this  way  ? 

Arofj.  See  Sir,  with  hafliy  fteps  flie  follows  you. 
Love  brings  her  Swift  alcng,  as  if  from  far 
She  cowards  her  center  mov  d. 

Mart.  O  Royal  Sir — 

Quirt.  O  Emperour — - 

Emp.  Who  are  thefe  ? 

Mart.  Two  unhappy  Sons  of  old  AndrmeuSf 
Brought  hither  ia  a  molt  unlucky  hour 

To 
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To  find  the  floble  BdjfumHf  dead* 

Emp.  The  found  is  hateful!,  falfc—  beWffC,  'twiS  blaft 
The  Evill  Teller. 

Mart.  Too  juft  a  witnefs  of  fo  fad  a  truth. 

Within  the  hollow  of  that  Vault  you^l  find. 

Emp.  I  fee,  1  fee  BaffUrms  Murder'd  Lyes. 
Oh  wherefore  ferve  the  Gods — tamely  to  fit 
lo^their  Ethereal  Thrones,  and  fee  fbch  deeds 
Adted  on  Earth/and  not  throw  fudden  Vengeance  do  wn 
Upon  the  wicked  Authors  heads. 

Efitir  Tamora,  Andronicus,  Lucius. 
Tdm.  Where  is  the  Emperour  ? 
Emp,  Here  Tamora^  bat  KiPd  with  fatall  fights. 
Tarn.  Where  is  the  Noble  Prince  Bajfia^ns  ? 
Ernp,  Now  to  the  bottom  dolt  thou  fearch  the  wound. 
BaJfiMTiHs  here  lyes  Murther'd. 

7  4m.  Then  all  too  Late  we  bring  this  latall  writing. 
The  great  Contrivance  of  his  timeleft  death,    cgivts  tht  Em 
And  wonder  Strangely  that  mans  face  canfold    i  ^  P^pfr.j 
In  pleafing  fmiles  fnch  wondrous  Tyranny. 

Tke  Emperour  Re Jtds^ 
"  Follow  the  Prince,  at  diftance  to  the  Vault, 
We  have  contrived  a  plot  to  bring  him  there, 
If  our  hands  mifs  or  falter  in  the  deed, 
"  Let  thine  finifli  the  work  which  ours  begun. 
*•  Thou  know'ft  our  meaning,  look  for  thy  reward  ' 
^*  Beneath  the  Pine  that  grows  fo  near  the  place 

Where  we  decreed  to  bury  B^lfisnus. 
"  Hid  in  the  Earth  thou'lt  find  a  Sum  of  Gold, 
Take  it  and  free  thy  felf  ftom  Slavery. 
Emp.  0\iTdm9r4i\  was  Ever  heard  the  like^ 
This  is  the  Vault  and  yonder  is  the  tree; 
Look  roundand  ice  if  any  Slave  be  near. 
See  what  thy  fons  trayn'd  up  in  blood  have  done,     [  t$  Ttfm, 
Deftroy'd  a  Prince  to  me  more  dear  then  Empire, 
Thefe  are  the  Sons  of  good  u^ndronicus. 
Drag  them  to  prifon,  let  them  there  remfin, 
Till  their  punifhment  invented  be  ; 
Torments  that  yet  are  to  the  world  unknown, 
Stange  and  unheard  of  as  the  deed  that's  done. 

Tttus^  Great  Enaperour  upon  my  feeble  Knee, 
I  beg  this  grace  with  tears,  not  lightly  fhed. 
That  if  this  fault  ofmy  accurfed  Sons, 
AccursM  indeed,  if  e'ro  the  fault  be  provM— 

E  Ev^f 


^mp.  :Iifit.be  8royM,  yotojSHi;  is  ap^^^^ 
Who  jfound  this  Letter  Em{)rcfs ,  was  it  you  / 

Tarn.  tAndronicHs  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

TitHs.  I  did  my  Lord,  yet  let  me  be  their  pledge. 
For  by  my  Fathers  reverend  Tomb  I  vow. 
They  lliall  be  ready  at  your  great  Command  ' 
To  anfwer  this  Sufpition  wich  their  Lives. 

Emj).  Thou  lhalc  i>ot  free  them,  Titus,  ^    ^  , 

jiron,  Hsre  is  the  gold  which  lightly  with  my  Sword 
I  have  dug  up. 

Emp.  A  Summ  not  woVth  one  hairbf  ^^tjf/T^^^^^ 
Throw't  intoTj^wr,  let  it  Rowl  toX^^wj, 
From  «^hencc  'twas  fetch'd,aocftura  that  iSeato  btood 
Of  which  it  was  the  price   and  ail  it  sTand 
Henceforth  that  colour  hold,  as  if  it  Blulh'd 
For  aM  the  ilJs  'thas  caus'd  to  iiien. 

Tarn.  Accurftd  Gold. 

Smp,  The  Princes  body  bear ip,  funeral  Pomp. 
Thofe  wretches  into  dungeons  throw, 
Marti,  7  t- 
Quint}  ^^V^^^^' 

Emp.  Let'em  npt  fpeaka  word,  tlicir  gullHs  plain. 
Were  there  worfe  End  tltenpeatti,  '^^^      be  their  doom* 

T^m.  AndrenicHs  l  will  appfeafe  tne  Etfperour, 
fear  not.  Pie  bear  thy  Sohs  above  his  tage.  ^ 

Lncim.  Do't  and  Eternal  bleffings  Crown  the  Emprefi.  . 

Titus,  Come  jL««W  come,  ftay  not  to  talk  with  thcia, 
The  Diftancc  'twixta  wo'mins  tongue  and  heart 
1$  more  then  man  can  travell  in  a  day. 
Lead  me*— » 

Blinded  with  tears  I.cannot  fec  my  tiray,  Z  Extm. 

tArorf.  Ha,ha,ha,.Poor  eafy  lovlig  fOoIs, 
How  is  their  Amorous  Expedatien  crofs'd. 
Death  wayted  for  their  coming  here,  not  Lave, 
Woman'^s  a  fure  bait  to  draw  to  ruine. 
How  Eafily  men  are  to  'confufion;  hurl'd, 
,*Tis  gold  and  women  that  undo  th^  world»  Z^f^f^^^^t. 

Enter  Chiron,  Demetrius,  Lavinia  her  hands  C^t-off^  and  hit 
tongui&it  oHt^LofifeloMr^ancf Garmtnts  diforderd^  M  ravifbt, 

Demet,  So  now  go  ttll  and  if  thy  ton^^uS'caif  Tpeak, 
Who  'twas  that  Cut  thy/tongu  ;  and  tavifti'd  thee. 
Ckir.  Write  down  thy  mind,  be tr  ay  the  ftcrct  foy 

And 


And  if  thy  ftumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  Scribe- 

Bemet.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  tell,  nor  hands  to  Write, 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filcnt  walks, 

..    .      n  r.u  n  r-_ 

xjemef.  /iluu  i  -   her  gocxl^ 

FareweiL  we  have  now  leyengMour  Brothers  blood. 

Q  Demet.  Chi.  E^mt. 

Enter  Marcus. 

MurcHs.  With  heat  o'recome,  upon  a  fio w'ry  5ank 
Maid  me  down  to  be  refreui'd  with  Air  i 
Sleep  fealM  my  eyes  and  bt^und  rny  fenles  faft  : 
But  oh  what  troubles  laboured  in  my  mind  ! 
I  dreamt  that  Snakes  and  Adders  o'r<5  me  crawl'd. 
And  twin'd  their  fpeckl'd  bod.cs  round  my  limbs, 
Bit  me  with  veaomM  teeth.  Stung  me  v  at  length 
FaftenM  their  forked  S  rings  jalt  in  my  heart. 
H&  !  is  not  that  Ldjjjinia  tm'cs  a  way  ?  C  fie  fas^^i 

Why  ftiun  youme'i^/w^^r^where'syqur  Bridegroom?^  5^*  Yurtis 
If  1  dream  ftifir  would  all  nny  wealth  wou'd  wake  me,^  nvpdy  s^d-^ 
If  I  do  wake  forae  Pianer  ftrikc  me  down,  ^  ha^gs  /lown. 

That  I  may  iJu^HberiqEr^rnall  fleep^  .  -  ^l^cr.lff^d. 

Deatteft  L4x'/77>^ptak,  what  Barbarous  '  j 

Have  tr6tfi  ioJt^iv  a  Tree Ippt  two  fuch  Branches  ? 

And  who  hatn  tbti  torn  dbWn  thy  pretiqus  hair 
And  rlfl'd  rhee  ?  Why  do'ft  not  (peak  to  me  ? 

Alas/  ACrimBff  River  of  warm  bloud, 

Li^.e  to  a  bublmg  Fountain  (llrM  with  vyind. 

Does  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rpfey  Lips, 

Coming  and  going  with  thy.balmy  breath  : 

But  fure  (bmc  Terxns  hath  di^flput'.d  thee^ 

And  left  thou  Ihould'ft  detedV  him  cut  out  thy  tongue  ? 

Ah  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  lhame —       cLav.  thrns 

Oh  bad  the  Monfter  heard  the  Heavenly  Harmony    <axvAy  frmt 

Which  that  fwcct  <:harraing  Inftrument  nas  made,    Chim  afft^^^ 

He  would  have  dropt  his  Knife  and  fell  aflecp, 

As  Cerberus  at  the  ThrMcian  Poets  feet. 

Come  let  us  t^o  and  make  thy  Father  blind, 

For  fuch  a  fight  w.ll  bjind  a  Fathers  eyes : 

If  one  hours  Storm  wiil/irpwii  the  flow  ry  Meads, 

Whatwill  whole  Months  of  Tears  thy  Fathers  chcclfs? 

Do  not  draw  backi  fof  v^e  will  grievt  withtjlice', 

Oh  could  our  Grlcfi^ijt^^^  thy^ljefy'. '      '  ^ 
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ACT   IV.     SCENE  I. 

0  ■ 

Enter  the  Fafces ;  Marcus  arhi  Quintus  ^uardeJ,  ofgoing  to  Executiont 
Then  the  Judges  and  Senators  :  TvVis  going  before  Pleadings 
and  Stepping  them  in  their  Way, 

T/V^/.yjEar  me  grave  fathers,  worthy  Tribunes  ftay. 

JLjlFor Pity  of  my  Age,  whafe youth  was  fpent 
Ifl  dangerous  Wars,  whilfl;  you  fecurcly  flept. 
For  ali  my  Bload  io  Romes  great  quarrel  ihed  \ 
For  all  the  Frofty  Nights  that  I  have  watch'd. 
And  for  thefe  brackifli  tears  which  now  you  fee. 
Filling  the  Aged  wrinckles  in  my  Cheeks,  5. 
fie  Merciful!  to  my  Condemned  Sons, 
Whofe  Souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two  and  twenty  Sons  1  never  wept, 
Bccaufe  they  dyM  in  Honours  fliining  Bed*.  ^xt^iUeidov^n 
For  thele,  Tribunes,in  the  dull  I  write^  \nponthe gromd 

My  Hearts  deep  languor^  and  my  Souls  fad  tears,  ^the  Judges pn^ 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  Earths  dry  appetite  .•      ^-hy  him. 
'  Their  Innocent  Blouds  will  make't  afliam'dand  blulh, 
O  Earth !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain 
That  (hall  diftill  from  thefe  two  Ancient  mines. 
Than  Youthfull  ApriU  fliall  with  all  its  fliowrs*. 
In  Summers  drought  Tie  drop  upon  thceftill, 
In  Winter  with  warm  tears  Tie  melt  the  Snow, 
And  keep  Eternal  Ipring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou'lt  rcfufeto  drinic  my  dear  Sons  Bloud, 

Enter  Lucius. 

©h  Reverend  Tribunes,  Oh  gentle  Aged  men 
Unbind  ray  Sons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  Death, 
And  let  me  fay  ( that  never  wept  before  ) 
My  Tears  are  now  prevailing  Orators. 

Lucius^  O  Noble  Father  you  Lament  in  vain, 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by. 
And  yon  recount  your  Sorrows  to  a  ftone. 

TitHS.  Ah  Ltteius^  iot  thy  Brothers  let  me  pleads 
Grave  Tribunes^  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 
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Lucius.  Deaf  Aged  Father,  no  Tribune  hears  youlpcak* 
Titfis.  Why  'tis  no  matter  man,  if  they  did  hear 
They  would  not  mind  me,  or  if  they  did  mind, 
They  would  not  pity  me,  yet  Plead  I  moft^ 
And  all  in  vain  to  them. — 
Therefore  I  tell  my  fbrrows  to  the  ftoncs. 
Who  tho'  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  fome  fort  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, 
Bccaufe  they  do  not  intercept  my  talc  f 
When  I  do  Weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receire  ray  Tears,  and  fcem  to  weep  with  me. 

Bat  wherefore  ftand'ft  thoa  with  thy  Weapon  drawn  ? 
Lticius,  I  tryM  to  refcue  my  Brothers  from  death, 

For  which  attempt  the  Judges  have  pronounc't 

My  Everlafting  doom  of  Banilhment. 
TitHS.  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee 

Why  foolifli  Lucius  ^6*b.xho\x  not  perceive, 

That  Rom$  is  but  a  Wildemefs  of  Tygers  ? 

Tygers  muft  prcy,and  Rorrn  affords  no  Prey 

But  me  and  mine ;  how  happy  art  thoii  then. 

From  thcfe  Devourers  to  be  Baniflied. 

But  who  comes  wich  our  Brother  Marcus  here? 


Marcus,  Titus,  prepare  thy  Aged  eyes  to  weep^ 
Or  if  not  fb,  thy  Noble  heart  to  break  : 
I  bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  Age. 
Jitus.  Will  itconfumerac/*  let  me  feel  it  then.  - 


Lucius,  Ye  Gods,  this  object:  kills  me, 
TitHs,  Faint-hearted  Boy,  turn  here  and  look  upon  her. 
Speak  LMvinia,  wiiat  accurfed  hand. 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  Fathers  fight  ? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  Sea  ? 
Or  bro  'g^.t  a  Faggot  to  bright  burning  Troy^ 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'lt. 
And  now  like  Nilus  itdifdaincth  bounds. 
»  Give  me  a  Sword,  I'le  chop  off' my  hands  too. 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome^  aad  ail  in  vain. 
'  Lucius,  Spe:»k  dcareft:  Sifter,  who  has  Martyred  thee 
Marcus,  Oh  that  delightful!  Engine  of  her  thoughts, 
Jhat  toW  them  with  fu(;h  plcafing  Elcqueoce, 


Enter  Marcus  with  Lavinia  FeyPJ. 


^Marcus,  This  was  thy  Daughter. 
Titus,  Why,/W4rc/</,fofhe  is. 


Is 
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Is  now  torn  redely  from  that  holiow  Cage, 
Where  like  a  Iweec  Mellodious  Bird  it  lung, 
Sweet  varied  Notes,  Inchanting  every  ear. 

Lucih  '  O !  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  decd^ 
Marcifs,  O !  thus  I  found  her  in  the  Gardens 
Seeking  to  hide  her  feifas  doth  the  Deer, 
That  hath  receivM  a  wound  incurable. 

Tt!f{j,  Then  wounded  her,  better  he  had  killM  ntc^ 
For  now  1  ftand  as  one  upon  a  Rock, 
Inviron'd  wish  a  Wiiderncfs  of  Sea, 
Who  marks  the  fweliing  Tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
ExpeOing  ever  when  fomc  envious  Surge,  * 
Will  inhisbrinifh  Bowellsfwallowhim. 
This  way  to  Death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone. 
Here  ftandsmy  other  Son  a  Banilh'd  man. 
And  here  ray  Brother  weeping  at  my  griefs : 
But  that  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  blow, 
is  dear  Lavkia,  dearer  then  my  Soul. 
Had  I  but  feen  thy  Pidure  in  this  Poftorc, 
U  wou'd  have  turn'd  me  mad ;  what  ftiall  I  do 
Now  I  behold  thy  Living fubftance  fo  ? 
Thou  haft  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
No  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  A  at  t\rM  ihee  : 
Thy  Husband  he  is  dead,  and  for  his  D3:  ith 

rhy  Brothers  are  Condcmn'd,  and  dead  by  mis.  r  Lzv.  makes  fi^ns 
lA>ok  Marcus^  Ah  5on  LiictHs  look  on  her,  ^of for  row  Mtki^ 
When  1  did  name  her  Brothers,  then  frcfh  tears  ^Hphertyts&tytn 
Stood  on  hcrchceks  as  doth  the  morning  dew,  ^hangingdovfuher 
Upon  a  gathered  Lilly  almoft  withered},  ^kead  &  movirtg  herfttimfs 
Mir  CHS,  Perchance  fhe  weeps,  becaufc  they  kili'd  iicr  Husband, 
Perchance  becaufe  flie knows  them  Innocent. 
TitHs.  No,  no,  they  wou'd  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed, 

Witnefs  the  forrow  that  their  Sifter  makes, 

Dear,  poor  Lavinia  let  me  kifs  thy  Lips, 

Or  make  feme  fign  how  I  may  give  thee  eale. 

Shall  thy  good  Uncleand  thy  Brotiier  Lucim^ 

And  thou  and  I  fit  round  about  foitie  Fountain, 

Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  piir  Cheeks 

How  they  are  ftain'd  like  Meadows  yet  not  dry, 

With  miery-flime  left  on  them  by  a  Floud  ? 

And  in  theFountainlhali  we  gaze  fo  long, 

'Till  the  frcih  tafte  be  takeii  from  that  cleatiiefs. 

And  brackifli  itiade  as  Brine  with  our  fait  tears  f 

Or  fliall  we  cut  away  our  Hands  like  thine  f 

Or 


Of  t€ar  our  Tongues  out  by  the  Eloots,  and  in  dumb  {hows 
Pars  the  remainder  of  our  hatefull  days  ? 
What  fhall  we  do  ?  Let  us  that  have  our  Tongues, 
Plot  fome  device  of  further  Mifcry,  ^L^v, turns  up  her 

To  make  us  wonder"'d  at  in  times  to  come.       j  eyes  &  then  hangs 
Lh.  Gcafe^Noble  Srjour  tears,for at  yourgrief her  htadas 
Sec  how  my  wretched  Softer  mourns  and  weeps. ^lyffp^w^. 
Mircus.  Patience  Lavinia  \  Titns  dry  thine  eyes,  c  Mar. ^m/  Tit. 
TitPiS.  Ah  MnrcHSy  Marcus  well  do  I  perceive  1  his  handkerchtr. 
Thy  Handkercher  can't  drink  a  tear  of  mine  ; 
for  thou  poor  man  traft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 

Lucius.  Ah  my  L4'z//>?;>  I  wiil  wipe  thy  cheeks.  ^Lzy.fljAkes  her 
Tit^  Look,,^arcns^  look^  I  underftand  her  figns^jheaei  points 
Had  fliea  toiigue  to  fpcak,  now  would  fliefay  ^at  Mar.  hand- 
That  to'hcr  Brother,  which  I  faid  to  thee*  Ckcrcher  as  refu- 
HisHandkercher  with  his  own  tears  all  wet  S  (ing  to  have  her 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  fbrrowfuU  cheeks.  c  eyes  wipd. 
Oh  what  a  Sympathy  of  wo«  is  this. 

Enter  Aron  the  Moor. 

jiron.  Tuns  Andronieus^  my  Lord  the  Eniperour 
Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  you  think  youi  Sons 
Are  Innocent,  in  Proof  of  that  belief, 
Let  Matcus,  Lucius^  or  thy  felf  good  Titus, 
Or  any  one,  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  ftnd  it  to  the  Scaffold,  he  for  the  Piety 
WB  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  Sons, 
And  that  fhall  ranfome  them  from  Punifhment 

Titus,  Oh  Gracious  Emperour,  for  this  good  ncwj, 
Let  m«  kneel  to  thee  my  dear  black  AngelU 
Did  ever  Raven  fing  fo  like  a  Lark, 
That  gives  fweet  tydings  of  the  Suns  uprifc  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  Tic  fend  the  Emperour  my  hand . 

Lucius.  Stay  Fatherr  for  that  Warlike  handoftbinc, 
That  hath  o'rethrown  fo  many  Enemies 
Shall  not  be  fent  ^  mj  hand  will  ferve  the  turn, 
My  Youth  can  better  fpare  my  bloud  tlicn  yoo, 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  Brothers  Lives. 

Marcus,  Wliich  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  f^.v;.*. 
And  wrear'd  aloft  the  bloudy  Battle-axe? 
O  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  Idle,  leD  that  ferve 
To  Ranfome  my  two  Nephews  from  thoir  death, 

Tiien 


Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 
Marcus,  By  Hcavcns  it  lhali  not  go— 
Titles.  Strive  you  no  more,  fuch  witherM  herbs  as  theft 
Are  fit  for  plucking  ap,  and  therefore  mine 

Lwifff,  Dear  Sir,  if         fhall  be  tiioiight  your  Son, 
Let  mc  redeem  my  Brothers  both  from  death. 

Marcus.  And  for  our  Fathers  Love  and  Mothers  care, 
Naw  I«t  me  fliew  a  Brothers  love  to  chce« 

Aron.  Agree  your  llrife, 
For  fear  they  dye  before  their  Pardon  comes. 
The  Emprcfs  ftays  the  Axe,  who  begg'd  this  Grace. 

Titus.  For  this  good  deed  

Nc're  may  flie  beg  the  mighty  Gods  ia  vain. 
Aran^  There  ftands  an  Executioaer  with  his'  Axe. 
TitHs,  No,  Lucius^  Fetch  the  Sword  I  ufe  in  War* 
That's  only  fit  for  fuch  a  Noble  deed. 
The  hand  of  one  of  you  it  lhail  Lop  off^ 
But  whofe  at  yonr  return  I  will  determine. 
Take  hence  Lavinia  with  you.  Exit  Lucius. 

Marcus,  Let  it  be  mine,  of  five  and  twenty  Sons 
This  one  is  only  left.  O  leave  him  then  Entire. 

Titus,  That  reaibn  has  o'rccome  me  .•  follow  hii^, 
Hafte  Marcus^  fee  him  bring  the  Sword  t^  me, 
Left  he  fhould  ftrike  the  blow  e're  h«  return. 
And  fo  deprive  thee  of  thy  Piety. —  ^iExit  Marcus. 

Now  I  am  free,  but  this  is  no  fit  place. 
Come  hither  Executioner,  J  Titus  and  Executioner 

I  will  deceive  them  both.—  d  Exeunt  afidc. 

Ann.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honelt, 
And  never  whilft  I  live  deceive  men  fo. 
But  yet  in'th'End  1  will  deceive  you  all. 
Thy  Sons,  thy  Daughter,  and  her  Husband  too. 
Have  been  deceiv'dby.me,  and  now  thy  felf  \ 
Poor  Aged  man  fhalt  be  deceiv'd  and  cozenM. 
When  once  the  mind  is  to  deftrucftion  bent, 
How  eafy  'tis  new  Mifchiefs  to  invent. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus ,  mth  the  Sword. 

Lucius.  Where  is  my  Father  ? 
Marcus,  Where  is  my  Brother  Tkus  ? 
jiron.  He  is  hereabouts. 

0  there  I  fee  him  coming, 

1  t^new  he  was  jaot  far  off. 

Emr 
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inter  Titus,  mth  his  hand 

LhcIhs.  See  Mttraus^  See,— -"the  deed  is  done. 
My  Father  hath  deceived  us.   ; 

Mi^cus.  'Tis  the  firft  time  he  ever  did. 

Lucius,  You  was  too  blame  to  truft  him. 

Marcpts,  So  I  was,  but  you'd  have  done  the  fame. 

Lncms.  1  think  1  fliould.  

Titus.  Good  Moor,  give  to  his  Majefty  this  hand. 
Tell  him  it  warded  his  Father 
From  thoufand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it : 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  Sons,  fay  I  account  of  them. 
As  jewels  purcbasM  at  an  eafy  price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  bccaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

^ron,  1  go  %AndronicHS^  and  for  thy  hand. 
Look  fuddenly  to  have  tl'y  Sons  with  thee. 
Good  Old  nan,  how,  much  the  fight  will  pleafe  thee?  ^Exh  AtoXL 
Ti^  Oh  !  here  1  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven,r-  Tii.Kneds^  Ma. 
And  bo^v  this  feeble  ruine  to  the  Earth,  S  Luc.  Kneels  and 

If  any  Power  pities  wretched  tears,  jholdhim  by  each 

To  that  I  call ;  what  will  you  kneel  with  me  ^  ^Arm  as  to 
Do  then  my  Loving  Son  and  my  dear  Brother,   [  him  af. 
For  Heaven  (he- 11  h  ar  our  prayers,  or  elfe  our  breaths 
Shall  thicken  al*  the  Air  like  a  deepmift. 
And  ft;5ia  the  Sun  with  Fog,  as  fomc times  Clouds 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  reaking  boforas. 

UMarcHs,  O  Titus  \  Ipeak  with  poffibility, 
And  do  not  break  into  thefe  deep  extreams. 

Lucius.  Let  reafbn  Govern,  Sir,  your  Sorrows. 

Titus,  If  there  were  reafon  for  the(c  Miferie?, 
Then  witfiin  Limits  could  I  Binde  my  palTions. 
When  Heaven  does  weep,  doth  not  the  Earth  o'reflow.** 
If  the  Winds  rage  doth  not  the  Sea  grow  mad  ,^ 
Thrcatning  the  Heavens  with  its  furrowed  brow. 
Wilt  thou  have  reafon  then,  weak  humane  reafjn. 
When  Winds  from  every  point  of  th'compafs  blovv^ 
Keep  my  mind  fmootlj  and  calm.  Hesven  guides  the  Sea, 
Yet  that  rcbells,  fwells,  and  throws  I  i  lows  upward. 
Lu.  Dear  Sir,  Go  in,  and  rry  with  fiCsp  to  moderate youTgrief 
Tiiui.  No  i'lc  go  in  aad  weep  by  my  L^nima. 
Marcus.  Good  Brother  do,  go  jn,  but  try  to  deep. 
Wc'l  Lcadc  you  to  the  door,  ardthen  go  meet. 
Your  Sons,  e're  this  returning  from  the  5caffold. 
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Titus]  Lncius  ^dt  thou  go  too  ? 

LuctHs^  Thatl^may  fee  my  Brothers e'rcl  part. 
I'me  Banilh'd  Sir,  aad  hare  not  long  to  ftay. 
ric  help  to  bring  'em  to  your  a&ed  Arms — . 
And  then  of  all  that's  Good  or  dear  ia  Rime 
rie  take  my  Leave  at  once. 

Titus.  Do  then—  And  tell  'em  if  my  other  hand 
Will  do  thc'ra  good,  I  will  fend  them  that  too.  l^Exem  U  &  L, 

£w/fr  Junius,  vpithan  Anew  iti^s  l^ndy  rnming  from  Lavioia^  ^^f^i 
^tpurftUTtg  him^  .  Tit  OS  Tw«i  b^ck, 

Junius.  Help  Grandfather,  hclpvmy  Aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  knovvvaot  why. 
Look  Look —  dear  Aunt,  i  know  not  what  yo«  aiiean. 

TitHs.  Stand  by  me  Junius^  do  mi  fear  thy  Aunt, 
She  Loves  thee  Boy  too  wet!  to  dp  thee  harm. 

Jun.  I  when  my  Father  is  at  home  fhc  dues, 
f   Titus.  Sec  Jumus^  fee  how  oiuch  fhe  makes  of  thee. 

What  means  Ldvinia  bytbefe  figns?'^-  

Can'ft  thou  not  guefs,  wherefore  (lie  follows  thee  ? 

Jmj.  Indeed  1  know  not,  I, 
Unlefs  fomefit  of  frcnz^y  docs  pofTefs  her: 
Tor  I  have  heard  nay  Uncle  tMarcus  fay. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  raca  mad. 
That  made  me  fear,  tho'  I  know  my  Aunt  Loves  me,, 
Loves  me  as  dear  ar  e  re  my  Mother  did, 
And  would  not  but  in  Madncfs  fright  my  Youth, 
Which  made  me  fly  /rom  her. 

Titus.  She  Kiiles  thee  in  figne  flic  means  no  harm  .•  C  Lavinia 
See  now  fhe  beckons  thee, — *  -sKiJfes  ]un. 

Some  whither  Ihc  would  have  thee  go  with  her.       ^Then  btck- 

Ju7ms.  Ay  when  my  Father  comes- — 'Or  my  Uncle?  him  to 
To  go  with  us- — tl'lc  wait  on  my  Aunt.— ^  ^foSow^goirf 
Indeed  dear  Aunt  I  wilJ.  {^towar^ls  the  door  her  feif. 

Titles.  Stay  'till  his  Father  comes,  Lucius  is  not  yet  gone  far : 
But  prefently  he  goes  to  Banifhment. 

Junius.  How  far  is  that  Grandfather  ? 

Titus,  A  Long  Journey — ■ — - 

Junius.  Andmufl:  I  go  with  him  or  ftay  with  you  ? 

Titus^  I  am  going  yet  a  Longer  Journey  Child. 

Junius,  hat  whither  Grandfather  Titus. 

Titus.  FroTf)  whence  I  came*-r- 

JuniHs.     hat  to  the  Wars  again,  if  my  Father  goes 

rie  have  a  Swptd  ai|d  go  with  you  too, 

-       ~    ^   Tiiut: 


do 

Tims.  No  Urn  going  to  reft. 

Oh  to  Bed. 
Tims.  To  my  Grave — to  dye — ^ 
JuniHs,  Ah  /  but  you  ftian'tdye  yet  Grandfather, 
I  Lovcyoy. 

Titus.  Poor  Innocent !  how  he  begulls  my  thoughts. 
Bent  ftrongly  to  invent  a  way  how  thou 
Lavinia  mightlt  difclofe  thy  injuries. 
And  to  our  knowledge  give  the  Nature, 
And  the  Adors  of  thy  Wrongs. 
By  the  diforder  of  thy  drefs,  I  fear 

Thottwert  i'th'  Salvage  hands  of  Ravifhcrs,;' Lav.  turns  her  bead 
Turn  not  thy  face  away  to  hide  thy  BluQicj,  cafid^from  Ticus. 
Speak  thou  by  figns,  for  here  is  none  but  I, 
And  Little  JnniHs  knows  not  what  it  means.    C  Jun.  pudles  in  the 
What  Roman  Lord  was  it  durftdothcdeed.^  ZSandTfithihearrep 
Or  play 'd  not -^4^«rw>;f  the  T4/-^«w  with  ihec?^w  mmding  thcir^ 

Junius^  Look  here  Grandfather — '         \  Difcjurfe. 

Tttt4s,  Interrupt  rac  not. —  Good  Boy. 

7«»,  Do  but  teli  me  Grandfather,  have  1  writ 
your  name  right — 

TitHS,  Titus  jindrcnicHs  !  {RtAds 
Writ  with  his  Arrow  on  the  daft.  O  Boy  ! 
Thou  haft  infpir'd  me,  Lend  me  tliy  Reed, 
Kneel  down  LaviniM^  Jumm  Itand  thou  by  me ;  • 
Obfcrvc,  Obferve  Lunjimn  what  I'm  doing,       CTi.  holdstht  end 
Rape   the  word  that  1  have  wrifteii  there;  <of the ^roxv inhu 
Without  the  help  of  this  one  hand  that's  left      ^momh  &  guides 
If  that  was  not  one  caufe  for  which  thou  mourn'ft,  {it  mthhii  wrifts 
T  hen  here  put  fortii  thy  foot  and  blot  it  out :     C  and  writes  on  the 
That  figh  and  mournfull  Ix>ok  tells  me  it  was.  Lground. 
Beneath  it  write  the  wicked  Authors  Names, 
Dccypher  in  the  Sand  aslhavcdone,  rjljtmitsinthe 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  forrows  plain.  <  fame  manner 

Titus.  Chiron  \  ^Dtmctrius.     [Ti,  Reads  C  as  above. 

They,  O  ye  Gods  / 

But  kit  my  dimm  and  aged  eyes  deceive  me, 
Read  thou  good  Junius  what  is  written  there. 

Jun.  Rapey        Chiron  •  Demetrius.  £  Jun.  reads 

Titus,  '  ris  fo,  Revenge,  Revenge  ye  Gods  /  Revenge 
Upon  the  Lufkfull  Sons  of  Tamora. 
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'EtUe\^  Marcus,  Lucius,  Mefengfrsftirthembinrirfgin 

the  I  wo  heads  of  Titus  Sons^  And  hU  hand, 
Maychs,  Unhappy  Tttus  !  Unhappy  il44;cf/j ! 
Luc,  Unhappy  Lkcitts! 

TttPt  ,  Whyareyeihusreturn'djfadly  Exclayming^ 
With  Ringing  hands  and  Eyes  lift  up  to  heaven  ? 
Hive  yet  the  Gods  more  miferies  in  ftore  ? 

iT/^rf///.  VVorthy  ifl  art  thou  repay 'd^. 

For  that  good  hand  thou  fent^ft  the  Emperour 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  Sons. 
And  here's  thy  hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back^ 
,Thy  Grief  s  their  fport,  thy  refoIu;ion  mockt. 

Tit,  Now  let  Hot  z^tna  cool  in  CyeiHUy 
And  be  my  heart  an  Ever-Burning  Hell  / 
Thefe  Miferies  are  more  then  may  be  born, 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep,  fome  ealc  doth  give, 
But  forrow  flowted  at  is  double  death. 

Lhc,  O  that  this  fight  fliould  make  fo  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detefted  Life  not  Shrink  away.  c  Lucins  Kiffess 

That  ever  death  flionld  let  life  bear  his  name,     1  om  head. 
,Where  life  bath  no  more  Intereft  but  to  breath. 

Maychs.  Alas !  that  kifs  is  vain  and  comfortlefs, 
As  frozen  water  to  a  Starved  fnake. 

Tf.  When  will  this  fearfull  {lumber  have  an  End  f 

MaY,  Now  farewell  flattery,  dye  AndromcHs^ 
Thou  doft  not  flumbcr,  fee  thy  two  Sons  heads, 
Thy  Warlike  hand,  thy  mangPd  Daughter  here, 
Thy  other  Banifh'd  Son  witii  this  fad  light 
Strook  pale  and  bloodlefs,  and  I  thy  Brother 
E'en  like  a  Marble  Image,  cold  and  Num. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  I  controul  my  griefs, 
Tear  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand, 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,  and  be  this  difraall  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  our  moft  wt  etched  Eyes  : 
Now  is  a  time  to  rage,  why  art  thou  ftill  I 

TitHs.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mar,  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour* 

Tit  as.  Why  1  have  not  another  tear  to  Ihed, 
Nor  have  the  Gods  a  mifchief  now  in  ftore. 
Befidcs  I  have  news,  Joyfull  news  for  all, 
I  know  the  Authors  of  Lxvinid*s  wrongs. 
And  hug  my  felf  with  thoughts  of  dear  revenge. 
Taught  by  the  praftice  of  young  Junius  there 
See  what  Zr^v^^M  intheduft  has  writ. 
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Zftcius.  What  could  /he  write,  when  (he  has  nc'r e  a  hand? 

jHft.  Oh  father  I  can  tell  you  how. 
She  took  this  Arrow,  held  it  in  her  mouth. 
And  with  her  handiefs  Aims  did  guide  it  thus. 

MdrtHs^  Rape  Chiron^  Dimemus,  £reads. 

They  

LnctHs.  Accurfed  Coths, 

MarcHs,  But  who  KiU'd  B^jfunns?  that  who  can  tell  ? 

Lncias.  She  points  again  to  thofe  two  Names.  QLavinia/«w 

TitHs.  The  fame,  the  fame,  ye  Everlafting  Gods  .V  hitfttly  and 
Revenge,  Revenge  —  I  cry  aloud  Revenge.  ypoims  to  the 

Marcus.  "Qt  Q2\m  Andrenic us and  yet  I  know    }Nam<s  on 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  Earth  the  ground. 

To  ftir  a  Mutiny  in  the  mildcft  thoughts. 
And  raife  Loud  Clamours  from  the  tongues  of  Infants. 

TitHs,  Whii'ft  this  remains  thus  Legible,  Pie  gee 
A  Leaf  of  Brafs,  and  with  a  Pen  of  Steel, 
Copy  thefe  words  in  lafting  Charad^ers, 
And  lay  it  by  .•  the  angry  Northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  Sands  like  'itbels  Leaves  abroad, 
And  Where's  the  Fatal  Legend  then  ? 

LuctHs,  [  have  them  writ^en  on  my  Heart. 

Marcus,  And  I. 

Junius.  I  have  them  too  by  heart. 
Marcus.  But  wilt  thou  not  forget  them. <* 
Junius.  Never  I  warrant  you  Uncle. 
Mdrcus.  Wilt  thou  revenge  'em  too  i* 
Junius,  I,  when  I  am  a  man. 
But  even  now  Pie  do  what  I  can. 

Marfus^  That's  a  good  Boy. 
My  Lord,  Kneel  down  with  me,  Lavima  kneel. 
And  kneel  fweet  Youth,  the  Ro^nan  Hctlor^s  Hope, 
And  fwear  with  mc,  with  the  fame  awfuil  fear^ 
The  Father  of  that  Cha:te  dilhjuour'd  Dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fwore  for  Lucrecc  Rape, 
That  we  will  profecute 
Revenge  upon  the  Tr  lytcrous  Goths^  or  Dye. 

Tt^us.  tJ^arcus  is  rouz'd,  let's  halte  to  Action  now  5  , 
For  thefe  two  Heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me. 
And  bid,  that  words  (hou'd  not  delay  our  Deeds.. 
Ye  heavy  Friends, thin  Circle  mc  about, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you  ^ 
And  fvV(  ar  unto  my  foul  as  did. 
Revenge  ihall  wipe  away  our  Injuries 
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Of  Cketh  fha!(  fcidc  us  from  the  wui.  .u^ith. 

Lncinu   >  It  Ihal). 

Tf>«.f.  Tiie  Vow  is  made,  come  Brother  take  a  fi . 
And  in  this  hand  the  ochci   will  bear  : 
And  Junius  too,  (hare  in  this  Ceremony, 
Bring  thou  tj^at  hard —  and  help  thy  handlefs  Autit. 
Lucius  for  thee,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight. 
Thou  art  an  Exiic,  snd  thou  nioft  not  ftay, 
Makehafte  my  Son,  thou  haft  far  to  go, 
Embrace  and  part,  for  we  have  much  todo. 

Lncll4S,  Farewell  y^;?^;/r(7;f;V«j  my  Noble  Father,  cLu.  Imbraces 
Man  mofl:  diftrefs'd,  that  ever  ILv'd  in  Rome.       <^thtm  aS  as  they 
%JM(ircHs  farewell  the  beft  of  Tribunes  here.  ^uu 
Farewell  L4tJf«w too,  my  helplefs Sifter, 
Tho'  wrong'd  and  wretched  ftiii  to  me  as  dear 
And  JaniHs  too  my  Little  Boy,  farcwelJ. 
Thy  Fath.ers  hope,  and  only  Joy  that's  left—- ■ 
To  all  thy  Friends  ^nd  weeping  Parents  here. 
And  Rome  farewell,  'till  Lucihs  comes  again, 
He  loves  his  Pledges  dearer  then  his  Lile. 
From  thee  and  thci'e  I  turn  my  eyes  away, 
'Tis  Killing  grief  to  go,  and  Death  to  ftay.  Exit^ 


ACTV,    SCENE  I. 

Enter  a  Woman  and  her  Husband  a  Goth,  the  %JHan  havheg  a 
Blacl^-a  more-Child  in  his  Arms, 
Woman,'^^On  give  me  the  Child,  wait^ou  without. 

I  fee  Company  coming,  be  gone,  the  Moor  muft  not 
ftc  you.  ^Exit  Man. 

Enter  ChiroD,  Demetrius. 
O  Princes,  jou  are  undone,  diigrac"*t : 
And  Rome  will  ftiortly  caft  you  forth  with  Scorn. 

Dem,  Woman,  wherefore  doft  thou  exclaim  ? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thy  Arms  ? 

Worn,  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  Heavens  Eye, 
Our  Emprcfs  Shame,  this  Black  and  loathfome  Child, 
Of  this  in  Secret  ftie  was  deliverM 
After  your  Royall  Father  dy'd.  The  Moor,— 

Chi,  The  very  Image  of  that  Fiend. 

Demet.  Couple  with  a  Moor !  How  cam'ft  thou  by'fhe  Child  ? 
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Of  by  what  means  did  you  the  fccrct  Learn  ? 

Wcm.  O  Sir  he  loves  this  black  Imp  above  the  World, 
And  when  we  were  brought  Captives  unto  Romcy 
Ordered  the  Nurfe,  where  privately  'twas  kept, 
To  bring  it  after  him  ; 
She  diftcmper'd  ?\  ith  the  Journey,  Sicken'd, 
And  dyM  this  Morning :  With  her  lateft  breath 
She  calJ'd  me  to  her  ^  told  me  the  Secret, 
And  bid  me  bear  the  Child  to  the  Moor^ 
Who  would  reward  me  well;  but  leftitfhou'd 
Grow  up  to  ruine  you  and  the  Emprefs, 
And  all  the  Cotks  Expofc  to  Roman  fury. 
In  Loyalty  1  bring  it  to  you — • 
As  both  of  you  think  fit  to  be  difpos'd. 

Enter  Aron. 
Here  comes  the  Hcll-bred  Villain  / 
The  father  of  this  black  and  difmall  Iflue. 
Moor  do'ft  thou  know  this  brat  f 
Aron,  Yes,  Princes  be  kind  to't,  'tis  of  kin  to  you. 
dt,  Accurfed  OfF-fpring ! 
*Dem.  It  (hall  not  Live. 
Aron,  It  fliall  not  \  Princes,  for  the  loVe  I  bear 
to  you  and  to  the  Emprefs,  it  fhail  not. 

Dem.  Give  it  me,  my  fword  fhall  difpatch  it, 
Aran^  Let  no  hand  but  mine  do  Execution    cAron  t,ik,es  tht 
Onmyffefli  andblood  ' — Nowitfhallnotdye.  <Chtld  frcm  thg 
Sooner  this  fword  fhall  plough  thy  bowells  up-,    ^  tVoman, 
Say  Murderous  Villains,  will  you  kill  your  brother 
Now  by  the  burning  t a  pors  of  the  Skye 
That  fhone  lb  brightly  when  this  Boy  was  got. 
He  dyes  upon  my  Cymitcrs  /harp  point. 
That  touches  this  myfirft-born  fon  and  heir: 
I  tell  you  younglings,  not  EnceUdus 
With  all  his  threatning  band  of  Tj/pW'j  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  God  of  War 
5hall  Seize  this  Prey  out  of  hit  Fathers  hands. 

Dem.  Would  you  toth'  Emprefs  Ihamc  prekrve  a  thi.ig 
So  foul  and  black  ? 

Aron.  What,  what  yc  fanguine  hollow-hearted  Boy  , 
Ye  gawdy  blofToms,  chccquerM  white  and  red. 
See,  here  is  a  glols  that  will  not  fully 
Like  your  water  coloured  complexions, 
Which  Chance  does  fade  and  Sicknefs  wafhcs  out* 
I  fay  that  black  is  better  then  another  hue. 
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In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue. 
For  ali  the  water  in  the  Ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  Swans  black  legs  to  white,  ^ 
Akhou^h  (he  lave  them  hourly  in  the  floud. 
Princes  in  fpight  of  you  this  fhall  live. 
P^ir,  Wik  thou  betray  thy  Miftrefs  ?  ^ 
^ron.  My  Miftrefs  is  my  Miftrcfs,  this  my  felf, 
The  Vigour  and  the  Pi(flure  of  my  Youth. 
This  before  all  the  world  I  do  prefer, 
Thismaiigre  all  the  world  will  1  keep  fafe, 
Or  fome  ofyoii  Qiall  feel,ray  vengeance. 
Demet.  I  blufh  to  think  upon  this  Ignominy* 
jiron.  Why  there's  the  Privilege  your  beauty  bears,  j 
Fie  trecherous  colour  that  betrays  with  blufhing 
The  cfofe  Enafts  2nd  Councells  of  the  Heart : 
Here's  a  Young  Lad  fram'd  of  another  Leer, 
Look  how  the  Black  Slave  fmiles  upon  the  Father, 
As  who  would  fay,  Old  Dad  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  Brother  Lords,  your  Brother  by  the  furerlide, 
Altho'  my  Seal  be  Stamped  on  his  face. 

Csir.  By  this  the  Emprefs  will  be  Sham'd,  Ruia'd, 
ScornM  in  Romty  and  dye  by  the  Emperours  rage. 

Dem.  Confider  %/^ron^h2X  isbcftto  do, 
Save  thou  the  Childe  fo  we  may  ali  be  fafe. 

t^ron.  Why  fo  Young  Lords  ^  when  we  joyn  ia  League, 
lama  Lamb,  but  if  you  Brave  the  Moor, 
The  Chafed  Bore,  the  Mountain  Lyoncfs, 
The  Ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aron  Storms* 
Now  fit  we  down,andlct  usallconfult,C-^i^  fit  down  upon  the 
My  Son  and  I  wiD  have  the  winde  of  you,l^r(7W,  andtkt  Moot  at 
Keep  there,  now  talkatleifureof  your  fafety.    X.4  dtfiancemth 
Dcm.  ^r#;f,  none  knows  the  Secret  but  this  woman,  [Jjis  Sxv^d 
Aron,  How  came  fhe  by  that  knowledgg  ?  [bftwfcn. 
Dtm,  The  Nurfc  this  Morning  dying,  to  her  care 
did  give  the  Child,  told  her  the  fccret  of  its  birth 
And  bid  her  bring't  royou. 
Aron,  Gome  hither  Woman,  art  thou  a  Goth  ? 
Worn,  Yes. 

Aron,  Have  you  to  none  befide  divuIgM  the  matter  i 
Worn.  To  no  one. 

Aron,  Thou  wilt  keep  it  fecret  ftill,  wilt  thou? 


Cfe^r.  What  mean  ft  thou  Ar^n  ?  wherefore  did'ft  thou  this  ? 


Worn,  To  ray  dying  day. 
Aron.  And  fo  thou  fhall't. 


Aron, 


Jlrcn.  r  have  S  card  her  Lips. 

^JDemft,  She  wo'jld  have  Vurs'd  a  for  r 

tAren,  Tie  trufc  no  more  tailing  Nurfes. 
They  rauft  be  prating,  even  when  they  are  dyin^. 
Henceforth,  Tic  trufc  em  wifn  the  Child,  but' riot  trie  Secret. 

Ckiron.  Now  I've  ConfiderM  ont  'twas  wiftly  done. 

tAr^n,  Now  to  difpofc  this  trcafure  in  mj  ArflQs, 
Come  on  you  thick-lipM  Slave,  Tie  bear  ybn  henCe, 
rie  make  you  feed  on  Berries  and  on  Roots, 
And  Cabin  in  a  Cave,  and  bring  you  up    c  Exit  Aron  with  the  ^ 
To  be  a  Warrior  and  command  a  Camp,  c  Child, 

Tiem.  Let's  draw  the  body  afide  to  that  dark  pafijgc. 

Onr.  This  was  tile  only  fiirc  way  to  Lay  a  VVomans  tongue.  • 

cChi.  T^ZVa.  dmgfini  of 
d  the  Woman.  Excunt. 

Enter  Man. 

Mdit.  Where  is  my  Wife,  what  mak.es  her  ftay, 
The  Moor  pafsM  by  ae  with  the  Child  in  s  Axtrxi  ? 
Ha  /  they  have  Murdcr'd  her. 
They  are  draggiijg  her  alide. 
This  the  reward  ?  I'le  after  %Ar9n  and  be  revcng'd. 
Swift  as  th«  raging  vtind  Me  follow  thee. 

Enter  Em  per  or,  Emprcls,  Tribunes;  the  Emperour  with 
Arrows  in  kishands^  with  fcrowls  0f  Taper  fix^d  to  '*em* 

Emp.  Tribunes,  what  wrongs  are  thefe?  Vfas^ever  known, 
An  Emperour  InReme thus us'd  ? 
Puhliquely  exclaim'dagainft,  call'd  Tyrant.' 
If  Titiis  or  his  Sons  have  fuffer'd  wrong, 
Was  it  the  Law  or  Emperour  did  that  wrong  ? 
Nothing  has  pafsM  but  what  was  done  by  Law 
A  gain  ft  the  Sons  of  Old  j^ndronicus. 
Yet  here  he  writes  to  Heaven  for  his  rcdrefs  \ 
See  here's  to  Jove^  ar^d  this  to  Mercury^ 
This  to  ApoKo^  this  to  the  Gcd  of  War. 
Fine  Scrowls  to  lly  about  the  Streets  ot  Rome ; 
Whju"*s  this  but  Libelling  aga;  ft  the  Senate  ? 
As  yvho  vvou  d  fay,  in^o/r<r  no  Juftice  were  : 
hut  his  fei^k'd  Kxttifics  ihall  not  fhdter  him,  , 
Hoth  he  and  his  fhall  know,  that  jufticc  lives 
In  SattirninusKc'i^u^ 

Tamors.  My  gracious  Empert)ur,my  SMurnin'y 
Lord  of  my  Life,  Commander  of  my  Thougl  ts. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  TitHs  Age, 
The  eflfefli  of  forrow  for  his  Valiant  Sons  \ 
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Rather  pitty  the  poor  Aged  man. 

Then  be  offended  at  thefe  Injuries :  -  s 

Tttfis  offends  you  not,  his  Frenzy  may,  * 
And  thefe  PlebeanSyth^^it  good  honeft  men, 
Wili  henceforth  noi  blame  you,  but  Titus  Madnefs 

Enter  Senators  mth  Tapers,  which  they  give  the  Emerenr  

Chiron,  Demetrius* 

£/^^.  See  here,  Libels  agamfl  mein  whole  bundles. 
Directed  to  each  Senator  \uR\fme, 
Thole  on  the  points  of  Arrows  were  difperft 
Thefc  lent  toc\rery  Tribunes  habitation,  ' 
To  mate  Mutiny,  and  raifc  Rebellion. 
Shall  I  endure  all  this  ?  . 

Go  drag  h^  round  the  City  with  wild  Horfcs. 
Nor  Age  nor  Madnefs  fhaU  proteft  him  now. 

Tarn.  YoU  Noble  Tribunes,  Romesy^oith^  Patrons 
I  know  yout  Love  and  pity  for  AndroriicHs^  ^  ' 
He  $  a  good  man,  and  worthy  your  affedions ; 
No  man  has  ferv'd  his  Country  more  then  he 
Nornomanmoieobligy  bisEmperour  f 
Then  doubt  not  he  wants  friends  to  intercede 
His  merits  plead  much  more  then  you  can  fpek 
Go  then  and  comfort  him  in  his  diftrefs. 
Except  the  GuiJt  of  Bajfiams  At^ith^  - 
No^  Crime  had  reach  d  tfae  Lives  of  his  two  Sons 
iHftcrct  for  their  deaths  my  Lord  does  gri^lve,  ' 
Wilhing  they  hadl>cen  Innocent^of  the  fa^ 
I  fee  you  burn  with  Zeal  to  do  him  Service, 
But  now  theEmperour  highly  isiricens'd. 
And  this  is  no  fit  time  for  iriterceflion ; 
Leave  me  to  plcadc  his  caufc,  I'le  watch  the  hour 
That  proper'ft  is  to  jnove  in  his  behalf. 
His  cooleft  hours  when  Love  has  cakVd  his  tiiooghts  • 
Go  then,  appeafe  the  mind  of  good  Old  TitHs:  ' 
With  Sage  advice  recall  his  wandriag  fcnfe. 
And  nothing  then  lhall  be  too  dear  for  him 
To  ask,  or  Romes  great  Emperour  to  Grant. 

Long  live  our  gracious  Emprcfs.    I  Trib.  &  Pie.  Exem. 
Emprefi.  See  Emperour  what  flattery  can  do, 
What  fecret  Charms  there  are  in  well-tun'd  words  / 
Unbend  your  brow  then  and  difmifs  your  frown 
What  need  of  anger  whilft  this  art  prevails?  ^ 
force  oftner  then  a  diffimulation  fails. 

J&;/rr  Chiroi^.Demetfiiis. 


Bimet. 


D/x^^  Arm  aroiimy  Lord,  j^Mf  jtem  had  iibre  caufe, 

And  Tribunes  won  by  Mmtchs  Elocution, 
Joyn  in  Rebellion  with  the  Multitude. 

Emf.  Who  is  the  head,  the  Leader  of  this  fadion  ? 

(^hir.  MtrcHs  is  yet  the  bufy  man. 

Tarn.  Thai  Talker/ 

Dem.  The  old  Legions  too  by  Tif/<i  late  brought  home, 
Without  the  City  make  their  Randevouze  ^ 
Within  the  People  cry  Revenge  aloud. 
Revenge  for  the  If rong'd  T'f^Au  and  his  flaughtcr'd  Sons, 
To  them  the  ArmyEcchocs  with  Lo«d  fhouts, 
L6ng  live  Lucms  Empcrour  of  Romt : 

Emp.  Ay,  now  begins  the  n?ifchief  to  approach. 
He  is  the  darling  of  the  Souldicrs, 
Him  they  did  h«pc  Ihould  be  Roims  Emperour, 
When  by  the  Stnate,  to  9^ ndr aniens 
Was  given  the  Power  to  Nominate. 

T am.  Still  be  your  thoughts  Imperious  like  your  Name. 
Is  the  Sun  dimnM  'caufe  Gnats  do  fly  in  it ; 
The  Eagle  fuflfers  little  Birds  to  fing. 
And  is  QotcarefuU  yibat  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  Shadow  of  his  Wings 
He  can  at  pleafure  ftint  their  Harmony. 

8m.  But  who  the  harlh  Mufick  of  the  Souldiers  tongues^ 
Shall  Hop,  (h^t  cry  aloud,  Revenge  ?  or  who 
The  Murmtres  of  the  giddy  men  of  Rom  ? 
Still  MarcHs  to  the  people  does  declaim. 
And  Lucius  to  the  Legions  tells  his  wrongs. 
Who  fhall  their  Voices  ftill  f 

Tarn.  That  will  I. 

Tttus.  Jofticc, 4le7enge,  Revenge!  C Titus  ivi/Wr 

Emff  Hear  thi? ! 
Is  this  Mufick  or  difcord  to  your  Ear  ? 

Chir.  It  is  the  Voice  of  fraatick  0:d  Titus, 

'Deme,  He  prciTc!"  to  your  Royal  prefence. 

TitHs,  Let  me  come,  give  a  Roman  Liberty. 

Tavj,  Oppofe  him  not. 

Ertter  Titus. 

TitHs.  Jullicc  yeGods,  Jullice  and  Revenge. 
Junius^  help  me  to  find  thtm.  Search  narrowly  my  Boy* 

Emp.  What  looks  the  Mad  man  for  ? 

litHs.  i  look  for  Judice,  but  (he  is  ifot  hcre> 
I  have  SearchMatl  Rpm  but  cannot  fmde  her. 
Oh!  now  I  think on'i,  Juftice  is  fled  from  Earth, 
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She's  gone.  She's  flown  ^  fetchirne  a  Met,' 

I  will  go  found  ^the  Ocean  for  her^  J''f 

ric  drag  the  Sea,  perchance  I  may  find  her  there. 

Yet  there's,  as  little  Jqfticc  as  on  Land. 

No,  fetcivme  my  Tools,  Tledigwich  Mattock  and  with  Spade-,  • 

And  pierce  the  atmoft  Center  of  the  Earth, 

And  when  1  come  to  PUto'^s  dark  Region, 

I  will  deliver  nitn  tbis  Petition,  l^a  Pufer. 

And  teii  liim,  'tis,  ^or  Juftice  that  I  come. 

That  I  am  Old  ^ndfonkhs-  

Shaken  with  Sorrows  in  ungratcfHll 

Ah  Romc^  'twa«  I  that  made  thee  miferable, 

When  I  threw  the  Peoples  luifrages 

On  him  that  thus  docs  Tyran»jizc  o'rc  me. 

Well !  now  Tie  be  gone,  I  mult  be  careful!,- 

1  muft  not  leave  one  Vdlell  unfcarch'd, 

This  wicked  Emperour  may  have  Ship'd  her  hence, 

And  then  we  may  go  Pipe  for  Juftice,  k  o.; 

Emf.  See,  all  the  dread  of  the  Eagles  preftnce 
Cannot  now  awe  tofilence>  that  one  poor  fingle  Gralhbpper. 

Tam^  Thefcarethe  Effefts  of  Age  and  Madnefs,'  • 
The  cfTefts  of  Sorrow  for  his  Valiant  Sons* 

TitHs,  Where  am  1  now  /  am  I  not  itiHcll  allready    '  ^  ' 
Is  not  th..t  Grim  ?/«ro  tl»erc^*  that  Triuferpne 
His  Queen  ? 

Emp.  Stop  his  Motith,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him. 

Tamora,  Forbear, — -  Emperour  leave  me  to  deal  with  him. 

TttHs,  Flnt§y  you  do  me  wrong  with  thefe  delays, 
Since  yon  will  not  fend  Jujiee  unto  me, 
I'le  dive  into  the  Burningi^Lake  below^ 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acaron  by  the  heels., 

Emp.  What  with  this  Mad  man  will  you  do  ? 

Tarn,  i  wiii  Enchant  the  good  jindronicmy 
With  words  rriore  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous, 
Then  Baits  to  Fifii,  or  Honey-ftalks  to  Sheep, 
When  as  ihe  one  is  Wounded  with  the  Bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 

Emp.  Can  you  lay  M^rcns  Tongue,  and  Luciits  too  in  Silence  .^"^^ 
Tarn.  Tie  fmooth  the  Fathers  aged  Cheeks  with  gulden  promifes. 
And  he  fhalldraw  'em  both  to  his  own  houfe, 
To  treat  of  Friendfhip,  and  tell  their  grievances, 
Whilfl:  ihey  are  bufied  here  in  Long  debate, 
Friends  we'^le  imploy  to  appeafe  the  Multitude, 
And  pa  cify  the  Angry  Souldiers. 
.  Mm^  Stay  then,  and  be  fuccefsfuliin  thy  Art^ 
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Titus],  I  was  deceived,  Juftice  is  not  in  Hell  neither,  cTi*  with 
'Twas  not  fhc  I  faw  Swimming  o'rc  the  black  Lake,"  ^bundles  #/ 


I  catchM  her  by  the  wing,  and  knew  her  by  her  cackling, 
ric  look  no  mofc  for  her  ^  now  Tie  go  find  Revenge, 
Confer  with  her  cf  Murder  and  of  Death. 
There's  not  a  Hollow-Cave,  or  Lurking-place, 
No  vaft  obfcurity,  or  Mifty-Vale ; 
Where  Bloody  Murder,  or  detefted  Rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  'em  out. 
Tell  'em  my  forrowfull  hiame  and  Injuries. 

Tarn.  Now  I  will  tamper  hii^  with  ail  the  Kxt,  I  have. 
See  Titus^  1  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tims.  No,  not  a  word,  how  can  I  grace  my  talk  / 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  acflion. 
rhou  had  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tdm.  Appeafe  ye  Gods  the  troubles  of  his  Spirit,  ' 
If  TitHs  knew  mc,  TitHs  would  talk  to  mc. 

Tit,  Why  who  art  thou  f  Thou  art  not  Rcverg?, 
And  yet  I  know  thou  art  fome  direfull  Fiend. 
Thou  haft  A^idnfits  head,  Me£era  s  looks. 
Ay,  ay,  thou  art  a  Fiend,  but  not  my  dear  Revenge, 
Art  thou,  fay  ? 

Tarn.  I'le  clofe  with  him  to  fit  his  Lunacy, 
What  c're  I  forge  to  feed  his  frantick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold  and  in  difcourfe  maintain^ 
Titfis.  Wcrt^c  thou  Revenge,  how  I  c^ild  hug  thee  r 
Tarn.  I  am  Revenge  to  all  that  have  offended  yoir, 
And  I  am  come  to  joyn  with  you. 
To  work  confufion  on-  your  Enemies. 

Titus.  Yes,  yes,  now  I  perceive  thou  art  Revenge, 
Scnflefs  I  was  that  knew  thee  not  before, 
Loe  by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftands. 
Bat  throughly  to  convince  mc  that  thou  art  Revenge^  , 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  Charriot-wheels, 
And  then  ric  mount,  and  b:  thy  Waggoner, 
And  whir le  along  with  thee  about  the  Globes, 
Or  if  thou  wilt.  Pie  by  thy  WSggcn-whcel, 
Trot  like  a  fervile  Footman  all  day  long, 
Eren  from  Epeons  rifing  in  the  Eali , 
Untillh's  very  downfoll  in  the  Sea. 
And  day  by  diy  I  le  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  drftroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there, 
T4m.  Thcfe  arcmy  MiDiftcrs,and  come  with  rtic 


G  3 


To 


(4^) 

Te  aid,  and  be  alTiftant  in  thy  caafe.  i  ^ 

But  right  you  namM  them,  Murder  and  Rape  fehcy  are  cafl'i 
'Caufe  they  take  Vengeance  on  Fuch  kind  of  men. 

Titus.  Wellcome  dread  Fury  to  ray  withered  Arms, 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  arc  wcUcoine  too. 
Now  what  (hail  us  do?  — 

Tarn.  What  would'll  thou  have  us  to  do  AndronicHs  f 

Tit,  Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreetsof  %omcj 
And  when  thou  find'ft  a  man  shat^s  like  thy  fcif. 
Good  Mu.  der  Stab  him,  he's  a- Murderer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  finde  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine  Stab  him,  he's  a  Ravifher. 
Xjro  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperours  Court, 
There  is  a  Queen  Attended  by  a  Moor, 
Well  may 'ft  thou  know,  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  all  about  fhe  does  reFcmblc  thee, 
I  prethee  bring  them  to  untimely  Ends, 
They  have  been  violent  tome  and  mine. 

T4fn,  Thou  haft  given  us  good  dire^ions,  this  fhatl  we  do. 
But  if  'twill  pleaFe  thee,  good  AndrcmicMs^ 
To  draw  his  Brother  Marcus  from  his  Friends, 
And  fend  for  Lucius  his  moft  Valimt  Son, 
Who  now  heads  the  Old  Legions  them,  brought'ft  home, 
Before  the  Walls  defying  the  power  of  R&me\ 
If  thefe,  with  their  chief  friends  of  either  party 
To  a  great  Entertainment  at  thy  boule, 
Thou  wilt  invite  to  Feaft  and  BaQquet  with  thee* 
There  SatKmine^  his  Emprefs  and  her  Sons, 
Shall  be  thy  guefts  too,  if  after  Pailee  iher^. 
His  doom  of  Banifliment  is  not  revoked, 
And  all  thy  numerous  injuries  redrcfs\l  ^ 
Then  at  thy  Mercy  fh^l  they  ftoop  and  kneel, . 
And  ®n  themfliaJt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  Heart. 
What  fiys  fyindronicus  to  this  propofal  f 

TiiHS.  But  is  not  this  a  Plot  for  my  other  hand, 
And  to  betray  their  Lives?  — 

Tarn,  Six  of  our  NoWeft  Romans  fhaB  attend  you, 
Whofe  Lives  lhall  warrant  thee  fafety  and  return 
Of  them,  and  all  their  Friends. 

Tf^/rf^.  Prepare  your  Hoftages,  rie  do^t. 

Tarn,  Make  but  appear  the  Injuries,  which  thou 
In  Papers  'bout  the  ftreetsof  ^o«f«  difperft, 
And  then  produce  the  wicked  Autbor^ri)^ 'em. 

Jufticc 
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Jufticc  fhtU  be  feverely  Executed, 
And  all  thy  grievances  redrcfs'd,— 

TitHs.  Say  do  more  the  Old  man  will  do't 
In  token  that  I  will,  1  leave  with  you 
My  pretty  jHnitds  here  'till  my  return. 
Here's  all  the  little  treafuieof  my  Life  that^s  left. 

Tarn,  He  fnall  be  my  Care, 

Dem.  Mine. 

Chiron.  And  mine.  5  Tarn.  Dem.  Chiron 

Tam^  And  all  our  care,  lExetmt, 

Titus,  Now  my  little  Lad,  remember  thy  Lellbn  ; 
And  wherefore  1  brought  thee  hither.- 

Jm,  \  do  Grandfather. 

Tim.  Remember  thy  wrongM  Aunt  Lavinia. 

JuH.  Yes,  and  my  BanifliM  Father,  and  my  two  dead  UkIcj^ 
And  you  Grandfather,  that  have  but  one  hand.  Wcefs^ 

Titus.  That's  my  good  Boy, 
Forbear  thy  tears,  his  Paflion  makes  me  weep. 

Jhti.  You  and  my  Uncle  Marcus  made  me  Swe^r, 
And  do  you  think  Grandfather  I  will  be  forfvvorn  ? 

TitM,  Jmifis^  no,  thou  com'ft  of  two  Good  a  Kinde,  ^ 
I  knowthou'lt  prove  a  Chick  of  th'Game. 
But  do  it  cunningly. 

Jnn.  1  warrant  you  Grandfather, 

Enter  Demetrius,  Chiron. 

Bemet.  The  Emprefs  by  us  fends  Titus  word, 
Th«  Pledges  fball  meet  you  at  the  FlaminiA-Gatt 
Where  Marcus  keeps  free  palTage 
For  Lwius  Entrance  into  I^ome* 
She  nothing  more  requires  but  your  fpeedi. 

TitHs.  Tell  her  that  the  poor  Old  man  is  going, 
Faft  as  the  burdens  of  his  grief  and  Age 
Will  let  him  creep  along.- — •  Farewell  C^-^'^  Titusi^ 

Jun.  Adien  Grandfather  Titus. 

Demet.  Chinn^  this  is  a  fign  of  Titus  Madncls 
To  leave  the  Chicken  to  be  kept  by  th*  Kite. 

Chiron.  Shc'l  hover  o're  a  ffhile,  but  at  the  lafl: 
With  a  deadly  fwoop,  IheM  bear  it  away. 

Dem.  This  little  Serpent  ne're  fhall  grow  to  fting.  CJun.jr^i//? 
What  is  the  Childe  doing  there  l\^theytalk^  puts  out  handfuUs  of  gold 
Is  all  that  Gold,  he  ftrows  about  the  lloore  ?  [_&  Uys  on  the  ground, 

Chi.  Gold*  All  Roman  Coyn,  9  Chi.  takes  fame  of  it  u^ 

Jun.  O  I  have  enough  of  this.  cto  took  -on. 

Vim.  Enough]  Thou  haft  atreafure  about  thee. 
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Jan.  O  hi!tl  can  fliew  you  a  huge  deal  more. 
Cki,  Can'ft  thou,  where 
Jm.  Inmy  tjrandfathers  Garden. 
Dtm(t.  Ha ! 

Jan.  There  is  a  hugeous  deep  hole, 
Thus  broad,  and  thus  long  I  warrant  you"; 
And  that's  fuihip  to  the  very  top  truly. 

Bern,  And  who  laid  it  there  good  boy  ? 

-Jun,  I  don't  know,  1  believe  my  Uncle  Marcns 
^And  my  Grandfather,  for  they  us'd  always 
To  be  ^Talking  thereabouts,  and  feme  times 
Wou'd  tell  me  it  was  a  Rich  fpot  of  ground. 

Chi,  How  cam'it  thou  to  find  it  ? 

jHfj,  This  morning  fhooting  my  Arrow  up  on  high, 
It  fell  down  and  ftuck  deep  in  the  ground. 
Plucking  it  out,  icpuU'd  up  a  piece  of  Turf, 
Andfoifawit. 

Ojt.  All  yellow  like  this? 

Jun.  Yes  all  yellow. 

'Dem.  Ask  no  more  Queftions.  Heark  yon  Chiron ^  ~ 
Let  you  and  I  in  Old  Titus  abicace. 
Deprive  him  of  all  this  great  Mafs  of  Wealth. 
What  fliouM  old  men  do  with't, 
That  arc  pall  the  pleafure  of  fpending  it  ? 

Chir,  Thou  fay  It  right. 
Befides  we  lliall  do  the  5ratc  good  fervice. 
Such  a  Treafure  in  Private  hands  is  dangerous. 

Dem.  They  are  Rebels  already  *,  'tis  with  this 
They  win  the  Peoples  and  the  Soldiers  hearts. 

Chir,  Gome,  we'le  remove  it  to^our  own  Coffers. 
Let's  entice  young  Junim  to  fhew  it  us, 

^cm,  He'ie  after  make  difcovery  who  took  it. 

Chir.  Wc'le  contrive  his  death  to  look  like  accident. 
Pull  fome  great  Stone  from  off  a  high  Wall, 
Lay't  by  him  bloudy,  as  it  it  fell  by  chance, 
And  knockM  out  his  Brains.  How  like  you  the  Projed  ? 

Dem.  Well.  - —  But  fhail  applaud  it  better  when  'tis  don? 
'  Chi,  Let  us  about  it  now,  come  pretty  Junins^ 
Thou  (halt  walk  with  us  in  thy  Grandfathers  Gardens, 
We'le  fhew  you  other  fine  things  there  5 
Finer  then  thefe,  which  he  conceals  from  thee. 

Jun.  Arc  there  any  Swords  ? 

Chi,  Yes. 

And  Shields  and  Arrows,  " 
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Dem.  O  fine  ones,  they  are  hid  joU  by  the  Gold* 
Jun,  We'le  go  look  'em  then,  —  but  Tic  have  'cm  alL 

Aythoafhalthavc'em. 
Oft,  Thou  fhalt  have  them  Junius. 

Jurt.  Come  then .  O  brave !  C  Dem.  Chi  Jun.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Lucius  and  Captains.         ,  .. 

LHctti4,  A'Dproveii  Warriors  arid  my  faithful!  Friends, 
I  lead  you  mtoRomt  at  Marcus  call, 
To  joyn  id  Counceil  v/ith  him,  'tis  bcliev'd. 
Hefent  Die  word  the  Emperour  is  bated, 
And  how  defirous  th:  People  are 
To  fee  us  withia  their  Gates;  be  therefore 
Loud  in  cempiaints,  impatient  of  wrongs, 
And  wherein  we  have  leceiv'd  Injuries, 
Let  Rome  make  treble  fa- isfadtion. 

Capt,  Brave  Youths  iprur  g  from  the  great  Artdronicu^j 
Whofc  great  Expioirs  and  Honourable  decdsj 
Ingratefuii  /^i^wtequiteswr  htoul  contempt, 
Be  bold  in  us,  we  le  fpllo^  where  thou  lesd'ft-, 
Like  ftinging  Bee.?  in      'eft  Summers  day,  \V 
Led  by  their  Mafter  to  t!    flowrcd  fields, 
And  be  RevcRgM  on  curfed  Tumora. 

Litci.  I  thank  you  friends. —  Here  4^/^ cvj  comes. 

Enrrr  Marcus. 

Mar,  Luvius^  I  fcndTor  you  to  let  you  know  ^ 
Your  Father  does  invite  us  to  his  Houfe,  ^ic  i  nsn  I 

And  with  us  too  the  Nobleft  of  your  Friends : 
This  dav  a  migiiry  Banquet  is  Prepared, 
'  Th?  Empcrouiand  Emprefs  are  his  Guefts 
This  as  /;e  Love  i»im  and  regard 
His  Agtd  L'fe,  JndrsnicHs  commands. 

Lucius.  Him  Tie  Obey  without  Enquiry : 
And  at  his  call  thro'  thouland  dangers  go, 
Wbcree'rel  Icade,  rhefelam  fur e  will  follow. 
C^pt.  Wliillt  Life  does  laft,  and  Swords  can  make  our  way, 
A^.tcus.  Let's  go, — • 
Faint  hearts  difpute,  but  Noble  minds  obey.  [^Exeuut. 
Demetrius,  Chiron,  Junius, /■«  Titus  Garden. 
T>emct,  Now  Jkntnfy  which  is  the  place  ? 

Jan.  A  little  further.   {IValkingJormrd. 

Chirort,  Now  Hn!)  that  Wealrii  be  our  Eafy  purchafc, 
for  which  Ti  ns  f.veac  drops  pf  Blood  m  War, 

Ji'fi'  The  pl^cc  is  covcrM  clofc  llncc  I  was  here. 
Lend  me  your  Sword,  my  Lord,  to  peircethc  gi:ounJ, 
And  with  the  point  hnd  where  the  (^olddocs  Lie. 

H  Bemzt. 
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Demt.  Take  mine.  [Dcm.  gms  ]m\M  fia\(d  Sword* 

Chi,  Wherefore  doll  thou  paufe. 

Jnn.  Why  (hould  this  wound  the  Earth  that's  innocent  ? 
'  Twerc  better  run  it  in  the  Hearts  of  Villain?, 
Of  Murderers  and  Ravifhers. 

Dem.  What  means  the  Child  ? 

Jiifi.  Thieves,  Thieves  / 

Eriter  Titus  a^d  Servants^ 

Chir,  We  are  betray'd. 

Ttttts.  There,  Seize  them,  bind  their  hands,  flop  their  Mouths^ 

Dem.  Vilhins  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprels  Sons. 

TftHj.  Princes,  and  come  to  Rob  an  Old  mans  Orchard? 
So :  binde  them  faft:,  Oh  my  Little  dear  decoyv 
Handfomly  thou  haft  brought  thefe  Wild  fowl  to  my  Nets. 

Emer  Lavinia. 
Come,  come  Lavinia^  look,  thy  foes  are  bound. 
Stop  clofe  their  Mouths,  let  'era  not  (peak  to  mc; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fcarfull  words  1  utter. 
Oh  Villains !  Chiron  and  Demetrins ! 
Hera  ftands  the  Spring  whom  you  have  ft^in'd  with  Mud  v. 
This  goodly  Summer  with  your  Winter  mix'd. 
You  kill'd  her  Husband,  and  for  that  vile  fault. 
Two  of  her  Brothers  were  Cc«demn*d  to  death. 
My  hand  Cut-off^  and  Subject  made  of  Mirth. 
Both  her  fweet  Hands,  her  Tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
Then  Hands  or  Tongue,  her  fpotlefs  Chaftity, 
Inhumane  Traytors,  you  conftrain'd  and  forc'^d. 
Hark  Villains,  how  I  mean  to  Martyr  you  : 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  Cut  yonr  Throats, 
Whilft  that  Lnvmiahm-^t  her  Stumps  does  hold 
The  Bafon  that  receives  your  Guilty  Bloods 
Then  fhall  your  flefh  be  torn  off  with  hot  Pincers, 
And  your  bones  fcrap'd  'till  you  are  Skellitons. 
For  worfe  then  Thtlomel  you  us^d  my  Daughter, 
And  worfe  then  Troj^^ne  I  will  be  reveng'd. 
Your  Flelh  fhall  be  Cook'd  for  the  Emprefs  Pallate, 
And  your  Blood  mixt  with  all  the  Wine  that'^s  drunk. 
Come  bring  them  in,  be  every  one  officious, 
To  make  this  Banquet  ,  which  1  wifh  may  prove 
More  ftcrn  and  Bloody  then  the  Cewr^wrj  Feaft.  {^Exfimh 
Emtr  Marcus  Lucius,  Captains  and  Romans.. 

tJ^f^r,  WeUcome  worthy \^tf«<?«jv 

Lucius.  Wellcome,  Valiant  Friends. 

Mar.  All  Wellcome  to  the  houfe  of  Old  -/^;/r/r^;//V«r/. 
-  A  houfeof  Woeajid  Sorrow,  for  nothing 

^  But 


Sat  grief  and  Sad  defpair  inhabit  here; 
And  yet  at  fight  of  you  the  good  Old  maii| 
The  Injur  d  TitnsviUlEren  weep  for  Joy. 

Enter  Titus. 

LuciHs.  See  where  he  cooies,  but  why  dear  aged  Father 
Doft  thou  appear  thus  like  an  Executioner 
Why  is  this  Bloody  Weapon  in  thy  hand  f 
And  why  are  thefe  gray-hairs  fprinkl'd  with  blood  ? 

TifNs.  ^Tis  done,  the  bloody  Aft  is  done. 
I  have  taken  Vengeance  on  the  Ravilhers, 
Chiron^  'Demetrius," — -But  I  want  the  Moor, 
The  Moor,  that  difmall  Fiend  of  darknefs, 
Thofo  others,  Juftihs  and  I  entrap'd**-^ 

Enter  Qoth  and  SouldierSymtb  the  Moor  Bound. 

Goth,  Bring  in  the  Villain. 

Titus.  Ha  the  %^oor  \ 
Now  would  1  clap  my  hands  for  Joy, 
Were  I  not  prevented  by  his  Cruelty, 
Which  rob'dmc  of  one. 

Ooth.  Renowned  RomAn  \  Now  Revenge  that  lofst 
Revenge  thy  wrongs  and  mine. 

Ti.  Say  Goth^  for  by  thy  habit  G9th  thou  art, 
Why  haft  thou  done  me  this  good  turn  ? 

G$th,  I  am  a  Soldier,  and  love  Rot  to  fpeak  but  to  the  purpole. 
Short  then  will  be  my  fpeech  ^nd  blunt. 

Lucius.  Say  on. 

Goth.  Behold  thisMopr  the  Sire  ofthisfquob  toad. 
For  this  he  and  Tamora  club^d  together, 
The  Qttccn  of  G^ths  TupM  by  a  Goat. 

Tit.  Ha !  ha  !  ha ! 

Geth.  The  Nurfe  that  only  knew  thji  ftcrct  deed— * 
This  morning  dyM,  but  with  her  parting  breath 
Declared  the  fecret  to  my  Wife  her  frend. 
And  bid  her  bear  this  ilTue  to  the  Moor — 
Who  wou'd  reward  her  for't — and  fp  he  did 
For  (he  no  fooner  had  perform?d  the  truftj 
But  he  his  dagger  ftruck  into  her  heart, 
And  Bore  away  the  Child  in's  Arms.— 
I  was  not  then  far  off,  and  knew  it  well. 
And  therefore  foHow'd  him  with  thefe  my  friciidf. 
SeizM  him  in  flight,  and  bring  him  bound  to  you. 

iJUdrc.  Now  Emprcfs  thy  dcicds  of  darknefs  corqe  t;9  lijg^t. 
If  not  conqcrnM  for  ^(^(w.  ililhonpur         ,  >. 
In  a  polluted  Empiifs,  Luftfull  fa^ora^ 
At  Icaft,  incited  by  your  private  Wrongs, 
Torment  the  Villain ,  Add  to  his  pain  oae  jgioie 

H  2  For 


($1)  ^ 

For  murder  of  my  wife, 

Ttt.  O  worthy  Gbth  be  ever  lov'd  of  us. 
We  will  devife  the  Villains  Puniflimenr, 
And  thou  fhall  be  an  Executioner. 

Lui>.  Say  wall-EyM  Have,  whither  would  you  convey 
This  growing  Image  of  thy  ficjid-like  face  ? 
Why  do'ft  not  Speak?  what,  deaf,  not  a  word  / 

Tft,  What.^  Monfler  art  thou  fullen? 
But  this  and  More,  much  mo  e  thou  (halt  confefs. 
Drag  him  from  hence,  within  there  is  a  Rack, 
Go  bind  him  to't,  that  fhall  Escort  from  him 
Each  fecetthat  l?es  bid  in  hisdarkfoul.  c  Exemt  Goth^ 

Lite.  Behold  the  Hellifh  Dog  v  <         AMoor^a^jd Child. 
Sec  how  i^^  Rov^rls  his  eyes  and  grins.        fr  ^  ' 

Marc.  Tha  Trumpets  found,  the  Emperour  is  near. 
Retire  and  lay  your  bloody  weapon  by. : 

Tit.  I'le  fit  my  felf  for  his  reception.  \^  Tit.  Exit 

Luc.  Look  out  and  give,  the  word*     .  [ 
The  Emperour  Biall  hear  our  Mufick  too. 

See  here  he  comes-  fee  how  the  Tribunes  croud  above. 
Enter  Emperor,  Tamora^  Senators,  attd  others  ^  Marcus,  Lucius,. 
and  Captains  Ra^Jge  themselves  on  the  other  Jide. 
Smp,  What,  hath  the  Firmament  more  Suns  then  one  ? 
•  Z/W;  'What  dofl:  avail  to  call  thy  felf  aSun^  r^o 
That  art  fo  mufB'd  in  black  clouds, 
The  fteams  that  rife  from  blood,  hang  round  thee  like  a  fpg, 

Emp,  See €mprefe Lam  brav'dakeady. 
Came  I  to  talk  with  Boys? 

Jlfarc.  Nephew,  ceafe  diftcurfe. 
This  bufmcfs.nviiift  be  qiiictly  debated. 

5e«ne  dr/fy^s  -and  difcovtrs  a.  Bmnejiuu, 
^    ^n^er  Titus /Junius,  La vinia  F^j/'^/. 
Tills  great  prrparation  by  the  carefull  Titn^ 
Was  ordainM  to  that  Honoutable  End. 

Titm.  With  their  preff  nee  let  no'ne  rcfufe  to  grace 
The  poor  Table  of  AndromchL^-^ 
Firil,  1  entre  t  that  favour ^ef  the  Emperour. 
Next  of  his  Emprtfs. 

Tarn,  We  are  beholding  to  the  pood  Andronicus. 
Thus,  A  poor  Old  nYin,  bur'a^^We^l-meaning  heart.. 
Give  me  51  Bowi  fiii'M  with  F/sf^^^-wii^  -Wme, 
Thellfc-ttfevcfy^ofife^HesL.S  t  r  Eaiperour. 
Madam,  you'i  pledge^'^Ws  Healtte^'^  '  >  ■  '    ^  M  drink yTrtimpets 
Tam,  Ay^  tii^ntRTitm^  -'^^  ^i^J  ,  lfou,id  on  hth fides.  . 

TitHs,  Honed  'f  vou  kn't'^  my  thouglits. ' 

.    ^.m,  WJiy  IS  tflit  ^adf  Veird    oi  ■ 

in  Titt44* 


I 


Tituf,  My  Lord  the  Emperour,  refolve  mc  this. 

Was  it  well  done  of  Old  Firginius 
To  flay  his  Daughter  with  his  own  right  hand 
Bccaufe  Hie  had  been  Forc'd,  Stain'd  and  Deflowr^d  t 
Emp,  It  was  jindromcus. 
Titus.  Your  reafon,  m-ghty  Emperour. 
Emf,  Bccaufe  Ihe  fliou'd  not  then  furvivc  Irer  fiiatne, 
And  by  her  prefencc  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 

Titus,  A  Reafon  weighty,  ftrong  and  effeftuaJ, 
A  Pattern,  Prefident,  and  lively  warrant 
For  me  moft  wretched  to  perform  the  like. 
Dye,  then,  Lavini*^  and  thy  fhame  with  thee, 
And  with  thy  fhame  thy  Fathers  forrow  dye.         [  KiUs  Lav, 
Emf,  What  haft  tfcou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  ? 
Tarn,  Why  haft  thou  flain  thy  only  Daughter  thus  ? 
Tif.  Seethcre— no  hands,  no  tongue  is  left,    c  Titus  puffs  of 
Nothing  that  conld  expiain  her  Injuries,    '      1  Lavinias  roL 
1  am  more  wofull  then  yirginius  was  ;  • 
And  hada  thoufand  times  more  caufc  then  he 
Todo  this  deed.  ' 
Bmp.  If  fhe  was  Ravifli'd,  tell  by  whom  ? 
Tit,  That  ./^r(?«beft  can  tell. 
Etnp.  The  Moor  / 
Tarn  Hear  him  not,  hc^s  Mad, 
Emp,  If  it  be  not  Frenzy,  make  it  appear. 
Tam,  He  cannot,  'tis  pcrfedl  Madnels. 
Tit,  vie  make  both  that  and  more  appear. 
A  Child  of  darknefs  too  is  come  to  light. 
Draw  back  that  Screen. 

The  Moor  difcover^d  m  a  R4ck^ 
Tarn,  ^Aron'm  Torment  / 
Tit  limprefs  keep  youc. feat,  . 
What  here  you  fee,  is  now  beyond  redrcfs. 
Moor  confefs  t he  Ra v  ilhers.  c  Aron  flhikes  his  hcAti 

No!  Stretch  him. — •  Lin  ftgnicViiBnot, 

By  who  n  had'ft  thou  this  black  brat, 

Thii  Babe  of  darknefs  .^^  c  Aron  (Inkjihi^' 

Nor  that  neither :  Di^joynt  his  L'nibjr  1  hs^da^^^ihu 

Say  now,  did  not  Chirofi  and  'Df metritis 
By  thine  and  this  Emprcft  ?dvicc, 
Wrong  my  Lai  irjia^  and  promp  ed 
By  you  two,  Murder  Bajfiams  ? 
jirojj.  Ha- ha-- ha— 

Emp.  Emprcfs,  what  Crimes  are  thefe  laid  to  your  clarg^ 
And  to  youc  Sons  —  they  Alurdcr  Bdjfidms ! 
Tsm,  All  diftiadion  ftill  ^  They!  Alas!  no. 

H  3  Bet 


(^4) 

But  DcmctYius^Chimiy  for  you  I  fear. 

Where  are  my  Sons,  if  fafe  they  would  be  here  ? 

Ttt,  Reveal  then  what  is  yet  anfecn.* — ^Emprefs  behold, 
r  A  Curtain  drawn  Mfc$vfrs  ihi  heads  and  hands  of  Dem.  and  Chir. 
2,  hanging  up  agamfl  the  waB,  Their  bodys  in  Chairs  in  bloody  Linnen* 
Ihere  are'cheir  heads, their  handstand  mangl'd  Truncks. 

Tam,  Odifmall  fight! 

Tit.  But  here  their  hearts  and  Tongues. 
No  difli  but  holds  fome  part  of  which  y'avc  fed. 
And  all  the  Wine  y'ave  diunkmLxt  with  their  blood. 

Tarn  Inhumane  Villain ! 

Ttt.  Like  the  Earth  thou  haft  fwallow'd  thy  own  encrcafe. 
Thy  felf  haft  Eaten  what  thy  felf  haft  bred*, 
Thus  crama'd,  thou'rt  bravely  faten'd  up  for  Hell. 
And  thus  to  FImo  I  do  ferve  thee  up.    Titus  jtahs  the  Emprcfi* 

Emf,  Dye  frantick  Wretch,  for  thefe  effeds  of  Madnefs.^Emp^ 

Lhc,  Can  the  fons  eye  behold  the  father  bleed  ?  Titus. 
Thus  quickly  I  revenge  what  thou  haft  done :  c  Lucius  ftiAs  thi 
Dye  unbelieving  Tyrant.  dEmperour. 

Aiar.  Romans  before  you  ftir  hear  me  a  word  5  cThe  Sena,  and 
I  charge  you  hear  me.  "sCapt.  begin  ta 

EmiB,  Speak  Marcus.  Cmovffromab9Vi 

M*ir,  Let  any  then  torbear  to  move  from*s  pkce 
'Till  we  have  heard  the  Moors  confcflion. 
Though  he  laugh?  upon  the  Wheel  and  mocks  oor  torments, 
Yec  I  will  try  another  Experiment.  cMarcus  holds  the 

Give  me  the  Hellifh  infant :  Moor^  now  fpeak  <Childa6ifhemf4*d 
Or  the  young  Kid  goes  after  the  Old  Goat.     CKii  it. 

Axon,  Save  but  the  Child  Tie  tell  thee  wondrous  things. 
That  highly  may  advantage  you  to  hear. 

Tarn.  Moor^  fpeak  not  a  word  againft  my  honour 
To  fave  the  World. 

^foyr.  Yes  Emprcfs  to  fave  that  childe  I  will. 
The  blow  is  given  that  will  fend  you  fbon 
Both  from  the  lhame  and  Punifhmcnt, 
But  all  fhall  now  be  buryM  in  my  death, 
Unlefs  you  fwear  to  me  that  child  fhall  Live. 

Mar.  Tell  on  thy  iMind,  thy  child  fhali  live. 

Aron,  Swear  that  it  fhall,  ^nd  then  I  will  begin. 

Marc,  Whom  fhould  we  fwcar  by,  thou  believ'ft  no  God. 

Mtor.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as  indeed  I  do  not, 
Yet  do  1  know  you  are  Religious, 
And  have  a  thing  wirhin  you  called  Confclence, 
Therefore  1  urge  your  Oath  for  tirit  i know 
An  Idiot  holds  his  bauble  fcr  a  God, 
And  keeps  the  Oath  which  by  tha;  godheimars. 

Therefore 


(55) 

Therefore  I  urge  an  Oath;  f^vear  then 

To  fave  my  Boy,  Nourifl:^  and  bring  him  up, 

Or  clfe  I  will  dircover  nought  lo  thee. 

May.  By  our  God:  i  iwcar. 

MoikY,  And  L/<c^*w  !oo,  fvvear  thou. 

Lucius.  1  fv^ear  as  May  cm  did. 

Moor^  Firft  Know  then  1  begot  fcim  on  the  Eoiprefi. 

£w;^.  O  Luxurious  woman. 

Aron,  Nay  rhis  vVas  but  a  deed  of  Charity 
To  that  which  you  fliall  hear  of  me  anon^  I  j 

'  Twas  her  two  Tons  that  MurderM  BaffMnas. 
They  Cut  Lavintuh  tongue  and  raviihM  her. 

Mar,  Barbarous  Villains,  like  thy  felf. 

Arm,  Indeed  I  was  their  tutor  to  inftruft  the«v 
I  train'd  thy  Nephews  to  that  obfcure  h«fie, 
I  wrote  the  Letter  which  was  found, 
And  hid  che  Gold  within  the  Letter  mentioned, 
Confederate  with  the  Queen  and  her  two  Sons. 
I  piay'd  tlie  cheater  for  Old  Ttm  Ivand. 
For  this  device  the  Emprefi  gave  me  twenty  KifTes, 
Sweet  as  were  thofc  I  had  in  her  Embraces, 
When  we  were  aiding  Pleafures,  which  produced 
That  Little  thing  where  Moor  and  Goth  combined, 
And  that  is  it  which  you  have  Sworn  lo  fave 

Em^.  Stop  the  Villains  Mouth,  let  him  fpeak  ao  more ; 
No  more  fuch  words  to  my  difhonour. 

T Mm.  1  have  now  no  other  Son,  and  (hou'd 
Be  kind  to  \t  in  Death,  let  it  approach  me  then,      Tht  ChtU  u 
That  f  may  leave  with  it  my  parting  Kifs. —       \  brought  to  the 
Dye  thou  pfT-fpring  of  that  Blab-tonguM  Moor .    ^  Bmprrfi ,  fia 

Arorj,  Accurfed  Emprcfs  /  (.Stahit, 

Tarn.  Accurfed  Moor. 
May  that  breath  be  thy  lafl;  as  this  is  mine.  \idfes> 

Arorj,  She  has  out-done  me  in  my  own  Art — 
Out-done  me  in  Murder —  Kill'd  her  own  Child. 
Gi^e  it  me —  Tie  eat  it. 

Emp.  If  Spirits  Lire  afcerour  Bodies  dye, 
May  the  good  Gods  at  diftance  far  keep  mine, 
From  that  damn  d  Moors,  and  Emprcfs  too  from  thine  .  [_c7icf^ 

Marcus,  Rmians,  from  what  you  have  Ten  and  heard, 
Now  Judge  what  caufc  had  Titus  lo  Revenge 
Thcfe  Vl^rongs  unfpeaknble,  paft  patience. 
Have  we  done  ought  amifs,  fhew  us  wbercin  ? 
And  from  the  higheft  Tower  of  this  great  Pile, 
The  poor  remainder  o{  Androntce 
Will  hand  in  hand  all  headlong  caft  us  down^ 

And  • 


And  Oa  L.  .  ragged  Stones  beat  forth  our  Brains. 
tptaK  Romans  Ipeak,  and  it  yoa  fay  we  fha!!, 
Lhcius  and  1  wi  i  thus  t^mbracmg  tail. 

Worthy  Af^rc^/^and  Vahant  LuctPisUwCj 
Live  Emperour  of  j^<7;«^* 
1  know  it  is  the  vviih  of  all,  then  (peak  aloud. 

Omnes,  Z.//c;«j,  all  hr^il,         Royali  Emperour. 

Lnciiiu  ThanKs  Noble        'J*  C  All  Mfapfc/tr 

But  vvorttjy  Friend.^,  pray  give  me  leave  avrhile,  L from  above. 
For  Nature  purs  me  to  a  heavy  task, 
At  diitance  Hard,  but  Ala  ens  draw  you  near, 
To  Ihed  ubfeqcious  teats  upon  this  trunk. 

0  takeih  swarm  Kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  Lip^, 

Thefc  forrowfull  drops  upon  thy  bloud-Hciyn'd  face  j 
The  laft  true  duty  of  thy  pious  Son. 

Md'^cHS.  Tear  for  Tear,  and  Loving  Kii^, 
Thy  Brcther  Manns  tenders  on  thy  Lips. 

Jfw.  An  my  poor  dear  Grandfather  

Fatiiv  r  i  cannot  fpeak  more  fjr  tears. — 

tf,t£r  All  bdow, 

En:il.  You  fad  ^.Wrtfma,  havirrg  done  vvith  grief, 
Give  Sentence  on  this  exectabk  Wretch- — 
Th'^t  fili'd  your  Houfe  with  all  this  Ruine* 

Lui.nui.  it  w.:s  dtcrccd  he  i'hould  cxpircin  fiames, 
Aroujsd Jiim  kindi':  flr^^igiit  iiis  Fancral  Fire. 
The.Alr?'^2r is;  prrprtrd,  n:>w  leticbiaze.-       STht  tire  flames 
Hefi.         i ICC.  be  burn' and  ilaci^'d  to  deaths  l-xb^Ht  Aiotr, 

ArtK.      ncret(>fe  .h'iou''d  R?ge  be  mute  and  fury  duaab. 
Ten  tliouf^nd  worfcr  ills  then  e  re  1  did 
Would  1  perform  if  I  might  have  my  will. 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  n-y  ^J'e  I  did 

1  nov;  rcpeur  it  from  my  very  heart, 
For  pro      Jo,  Pie  Curi^^     'till  1  dye — • 
V>n .  '  '  blevveit  PL^gues  confume  ye  all. 

Mar      '  uarle  on,  and  like  a  CursM  fell  dog, 
In  howiiiigs  eaidthylife.  [.The  Sane  ckfcs. 

LMiiji6,  Now  convey  the  EmfiVour  to  his  Fathers  Tomb  ^ 
As  for  th^t  hritefuli  TygvtCs  Tamers., 
No  Rights  coc  f  unerali  Gcren]ony. 
M  j  Noble  Fa  I  her  and 'Z,,iz//W»« 
Shall  be  doled  in  our  Hcufnold  .-.ouiiiuvi.t, 
Romans  and  Friends,  afliR:  ye  all  a  while. 
When  thefe  fad  Ctremonies  be  performed. 
Lead  mc  to  Empire,  Crown  me  if  you  plea  fe, 
But  nothing  this  afflidted  heart  can  ^fe. 

F  I  N  I  S. 


